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POXTEFRACT  CASTLE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


But  if  of  daunger  wUch  hereby  doth  dwell. 

And  homebred  evil  ye  desire  to  heare, 

Oia  straiinge  man  I  can  you  tidings  tell, 

That  wasteth  all  this  countrie  far  and  neare. 
******** 

"  Far  hence,"  qnoth  he,  *'  in  wastefull  wildernesse. 
His  dwelling  is,  by  wliich  no  living  wight, 
May  ever  pass  but  thorough  great  distresso. 

Faerie  Queene. 

While  poor  Hezeklah  and  the  puri- 
tans were  underiioino-  the  castlaation  re-^ 
corded  in  the  last  chapter,  Ignatius  Car- 
teret entered  the  room.  His  manner  was 
gloomy,   as  usual,    but  his  countenance 

VOL.  II.  B 
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was  ruffled,  and  there  was  a  hectic  spot 
on  one  of  his  cheeks,  which  seemed  to 
indicate  a  recent  struggle  of  the  mind. — 
^^  An  extraordinary  occurrence,"  he  said, 
'^  has  just  happened  as  I  passed  through 
the  guard-room,  which  has  terribly  dis- 
turbed the  minds  of  the  soldiers  !" 

"  Then  you  have  heard  this  strange 
story  ?"  was  the  reply  of  Sir  Arthur.  ''  Of 
course  it  is  incumbent  on  you  to  believe 
it,  for  the  support  of  your  philosophical 
system." 

^^  What  story?"  rejoined  Carteret,  *^  I 
do  not  understand  what  you  allude  to.  I 
was  going  to  state,  that,  this  moment,  in 
passing  through  the  guard-room,  a  sin- 
gular occurrence  took  place,  and  has  been 
interpreted  by  the  soldiers  as  a  most  un- 
fortunate omen.  You  know  there  is  a 
large  full-length  picture  of  the  present 
king  there,  painted  upon  pannel.  Well ! 
at  the  very  instant  I  was  passing  it,  to 
come  up  hither,  the  picture  separated  be- 
tween the  head  and  shoulders,  ^nd  the 
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wood,  on  which  the  former  was  painted, 
fell  to  the  ground." 

''  Whew  !"  interrupted  Sir  Hugh,  '•  1 
protest  we  have  got  into  an  enchanted 
castle  here — nothing  but  omens,  and 
voices,  and  sorceries.  To  be  sure,  it  is 
but  an  accident." 

Morrice  shook  his  head. — '^  Depend 
upon  it,"  replied  he,  ''it  is  no  accident : 
you  may  be  sure  there  is  some  secret 
agency  at  work,  which  will  require  some 
skill  to  fathom.  It  is  but  just  possible 
that  chance  may  have  done  this ;  but  I 
know  our  enemies  well,  and  I  never  saw 
these  accidents  happen  without  being  the 
precursors  of  some  untried  crime." 

'^  I  agree  with  Colonel  Morrice,"  said 
Carteret,  ''  that  chance  has  not  done 
this  ;  because  the  fact  does  not  stand 
single — fur  I  am  given  to  understand, 
that,  during  last  night,  all  the  king's 
arms  have  been  defaced." 

''  The  matter  looks  ominous,  indeed," 
observed   Sir  Arthur :  ''  but  omens  are 
b2 
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still  nothing  but  omens.  We  must  defy 
them,  as  the  brave  Trojan  did.  Let  the 
birds  fly  to  the  right  or  to  the  left — the 
best  omen  is  to  fight  for  our  country. 
Indeed,  we  stand  a  chance  of  '^  supping 
too  full  of  horrors"  for  such  petty  con- 
siderations. Then  you  have  not  heard 
our  counter  horror?" 

"  No,"  answered  Carteret ;  '^  though 
I  am  prepared  for  any  thing  extraordi- 
nary, after  the  events  I  have  stated." 

Sir  Arthur  Beaumont  then  related  to 
him  the  evidence  of  the  soldier,  which 
Carteret  listened  to  with  deep  attention. 
Wlien  the  narrative  was  finished,  he 
mused  a  minute  or  two — and  then  broke 
silence, 

*^  You  may  be  assured,  gentlemen,  that 
a  powerful,  though  secret  neighbour  of 
<^>urs,  is  at  the  bottom  both  of  your  tale 
and  mine,  which  appear  to  dovetail  to- 
gether in  a  very  remarkable  manner  :  I 
mean  William  of  Lindholme." 

'•'William   of  Lindholme?"    repeated 
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Beaumont,  still  more  pleased  with  the 
growing  mystery :  ''  and  who  pray  may 
he  be?    I  never  heard  his  name  before." 

''  No  one  is  anxious  for  his  acquaint- 
ance, I  can  tell  you,"  replied  Carteret, 
wdth  a  livid  glance  at  the  speaker,  and  a 
Sardonic  laugh.     '^  It  is  not  very  desira- 
ble, if  what  report  says  is  true,  that  no 
one  ever  enjoyed  that  honour  without  pe- 
rishing shortly  after.   x4ls  to  your  question 
of  who  he  may  be,  I  candidly  avow  my 
incapacity  for  resolving  it.     It  is  reported 
that  he  inhabits  the  Island  of  Lindholme, 
which  is  a  small  stony  and  barren  circle 
of  ground,  embraced,  like  an  Oasis,  by  an 
extensive  and  impassable   morass,    near 
Hatfield-chace.  Encircled  by  this  Stygian 
barrier,  and  in  the  midst  of  this  stony  so- 
litude, which  would  have  suited  well  with 
the  sternest  of  the  old  Scandinavian  gods, 
it  is  aTirmed  that  William  of  Lindholme 
resides,  and  communicates  personally  with 
the  enemy  of  mankind." 

''  I  know  the  spot  well,"  said  Morrice, 
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''  for  I  was  once  nearly  lost  in  the  marsh 
you  describe.  It  is  covered  at  some  pe- 
riods of  the  year  with  a  delusive  surface 
of  aromatic  floweis." 

''  You  are  quoting  the  abode  of  Spen- 
ser's Archimage  surely/'  said  Sir  Arthur 
"  and  not  a  real  spot." 

"  The  ground  disposed 
With  grassy  greeiie,  of  delectable  hue. 
And  deck't  with  blossoms  dyde  in  white  and  red. 
That  mote  the  passengers  there  to  allure : 
>But  whosoever  once  has  fastened 
His  foot  thereon,  may  never  it  secure." 

'•  The  colonel  is  right,"  returned  Car- 
teret :  ''  but  as  I  have  said,  it  is  not  cer- 
tain that  William  of  Lindholme  does  re- 
side there.  No  one  ever  visited  the  island 
with  impunity,  and  therefore  all  descrip- 
tions of  it  are  extremely  vague  :  only  it  is 
averred  that  there  are  giant  stones  set  up 
within  its  w itchy  circle,  which  no  com- 
bination of  human  strength,  unassisted 
by  machines,  could  elevate.  Similar  stones 
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are  not  found  nearer  the  spot  than  a  great 
number  of  miles,  and  as  to  transporting 
them  across  a  marsh  of  three  and  four 
miles  in  extent,  the  impossibility  is  evi- 
dent." 

"  And  therefore  I  presume,"  rejoined 
Beaumont,  "  that  report  cuts  the  gordian 
knot,  by  assigning  the  operation  to  the 
mighty  spirits  of  this  secluded  wizard. 
Really,  my  friend,  you  enchant  me  with 
this  tale  of  sorcerv.  The  srrowino:  mvs- 
tery  of  the  thing  has  a  charm,  as  the 
French  say,  a  ravir.  I  am  delighted.  I 
have  not  experienced  such  an  irritation  of 
awful,  vet  infatuatino;  curiositv,  since  I 
went  w^ith  my  friend  Sir  Kenelm  to  sea 
Paracelsus  in  the  act  of  manufacturing  a 
man.  As  to  his  imp,  that  w  as  but  a  poor 
sad  devil,  not  w^orth  looking  at.  Really  I 
beo^an  to  think  that  everv  thino^  was  verv 
stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable  on  this  globe  of 
ours;  but  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  this  fillip, 
which  is  as  good  for  stagnant  spirits  as  a 
friendly  tweak  by  the  nose  during  a  Rus- 
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si  an  frost.  Positively,  you  Iiave  supplied 
me  with  a  complete  new  vista,  when  the 
old  was  getting  very  dull  and  stupid. 
Coraggio'!  there's  life  in  it  jet..  But  go  on, 
as  you  love  me  ;  and  tell  us  all  you  know, 
and  all  you  don't  know,  about  this  impe- 
netrable wizard." 

*'  You  treat  the  subject  very  lightly, 
Sir  Arthur,"  returned  Ignatius,  with  bit- 
ter emphasis :  ''  but  there  are  some  who 
find  it  serious,  and  you  may.  If  he  can- 
not make  men,  it  is  said  he  can  unmake 
them.  The  confusion  in  the  castle  is  a 
distant  hint  of  what  he  can  do  ;  for  that 
he  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  I  have  not  a  ves- 
tige of  doubt.  However,  I  will  not  baulk 
your  curiosity,  but  furnish  you  with  all  I 
know  :  which  is  but  the  gleaning  of  re- 
ports. Some  have  declared  him  to  be  the 
Avandering  Jew,  others  Ripley,  the  al- 
chemist, who  having  discovered  the  elixir 
of  life,  renovates  his  age  as  he  gets  old ; 
and  there  are  some  who  do  not  scruple  to 
say  that  he  is  Satan  himself  in  a  human 
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shape,  and  that  this  is  the  reason  why  he 
wears  a  barred  vizor  to  his  helmet,  in  or- 
der to  conceal  the  scorching  horrors  of  his 
countenance." 

''  But  what  is  your  opinion  ?"  said  Mor- 
rice  suddenly,  addressing  the  narrator. 
''  Do  you  credit  any  of  these  contradic- 
tory accounts  ?'' 

"  Surely  not,"  returned  Carteret ;  "  but 
I  believe  in  his  existence.  My  own  opi- 
nion is  drawn  from  concurring  circum- 
stances, and  there  is  great  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  he  is  one  of  the  last  of  a  pro- 
scribed race  of  men.  I  mean  the  Tem- 
plars, who  were  accused  of  horrible  sub- 
terranean abominations  under  PhiHp  Le 
Bel,  and  afterwards  exterminated  by  all 
the  sovereigns  of  Europe.  It  is  well  as- 
certained that  they  swore  an  inextinguish- 
able oath  of  revenge  on  the  night  of  their 
dispersion.  It  is  supposed  that  regi- 
cide was  its  object  ;  but  however  that 
may  be,  they  are  known  to  have  served 
an  early  apprenticeship  to  the  art  of  pri- 
b5 
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vately  getting  rid  of  their  enemies,  under 
the  king-killing  fanatic,  from  whom  the 
name  of  assassination  is  derived," 

^'  Proceed,  my  dear  friend,"  exclaim- 
ed Beaumont,  with  real  or  affected  anx- 
iety. "  But  what  does  this  mighty  Wi- 
zard in  these  quarters  ?  What  does  lie 
in  the  north,  when  he  should  be  in  the 
south  ?  Unless  he  is  attracted  by  the  vi- 
cinity of  this  king-killing  castle." 

''  Really,  Sir  Arthur,  I  cannot  take 
upon  me  to  state  his  reasons  ;  nor  can  I 
authenticate  any  thing  I  have  gathered 
from  report,  which  respects  him,  so  invol- 
ved is  he  in  mystery.  But  it  is  reported, 
that  howbeit  throned  in  mJst,  like  Ju- 
piter of  old,  he  has  inferior  inteiligencies 
that  are  more  accessible.  One  reason  of 
his  chusing  Lindholme,  may  therefore  be, 
that  he  is  close  at  hand  to  Martha  Allen, 
the  Witch  of  Hatfield,  who  is  reported 
to  be  his  prime  minister." 

"  You  mean  the  maniac,  that  was  set 
Gil  to  proclaim  herself  big  with  Shiloh, 
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which  I  believe  she  is  very  sorry  for. 
Do  you  believe  these  stories,  propagated 
about  that  poor  woman  ?"  inquired 
Morrice. 

*^  Believe  thera?"  retorted  Carteret. 
^"  No  one  discredits  them  in  the  vicinity 
of  Pontefract.  Many  of  her  predictions 
have  been  so  stransfelv  realized.  It  is 
true,  she  also  imitates  her  chief,  wrap- 
ping her  actions  in  mystery ;  and  ap- 
pearing under  various  faces  at  incredible 
distances.  One  thing,  however,  re- 
specting her  is,  that  if  not  an  agent  of 
theirs,  she  is  notoriously  connected  with 
the  chiefs  of  the  Presbyterian  faction.  It 
is  well  known  that  most  of  them,  not  ex- 
cepting Cromwell  himself,  have  repeat- 
edly visited  and  consulted  her.  She  would 
not  otlierwise  have  escaped  the  gripe  of 
Hopkins  the  witchfmder.  Report  gives 
out,  that  either  she  or  her  neighbour  the 
Hermit,  appeared  long  ago  to  Cromwell  at 
Naseby,  and  promised  him  all  power, 
short  of  the  crown." 
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^'  I  have  heard  it  said,"  obsen-ed  Mor- 
rice,  '^  that  the  general  was  haunted  by 
a  tall  spectre,  for  a  considerable  time  ; 
who  made  him  the  promise  you  have 
stated  ;  but  it  was  generally  ascribed  to 
hypochondria." 

''  The  tall  spectre  that  appeared  to 
Dion,"  rejoined  Calvert,  ''  might  have 
been  similarly  accounted  for.  But  its 
warning  was  true." 

'^  God's  precious !"  interposed  Sir 
Hugh,  '^  it  strikes  me  as  a  very  bad  com- 
pliment ;  to  ascribe  the  general's  suc- 
cesses to  witchcraft.  And  this  reminds 
me,  by  the  way,  that  I  once  heard  his 
soldiers  to  his  face  accusing  him  of  cow- 
ardice." 

"  If  witchcraft  had  no  fmger  in  his 
elevation,"  rejoined  Beaumont,  '*  I  do 
not  know  how  to  account  for  it.  It  is 
Kot  bis  eloquence ;  for  such  a  confused 
medley  of  nonsense,  as  his  sermons  and 
h\&  speeches,  I  never  heard.  It  is  not 
his  beauty  ;  nor  his  rank  certainly  (un- 
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less  his  bad  brewery  at  Huntingdon  may 
have  fitted  hira  for  brewing  mischief  for 
the  public)  ;  and  if  you  take  away  his 
courage,  we  have  no  resource  but  to 
unwind  the  gordian  knot  by  a  witch's 
charm.  Shakespear,  I  suppose  had  a 
second  sight  ghmpse  of  him,  when  he 
struck  out  the  character  of  Macbeth.  At 
all  events,  he  may  wonder  with  the  regi- 
cide Bolingbroke,  how  he  acquired  his 
power." 

"  Others,"  said  Carteret,  coldly,  and 
speaking  at  the  last  interlocutor,  rather 
than  to  him,  ''have  thought  otherwise. 
There  have  been  Syllas  capable  of  appre- 
ciating; the  rising:  Csesar." 

''  Mr.  Carteret  is  in  the  right,"  remark- 
ed Sir  John  Digby  ;  ''  though  I  think  his 
simile  rather  too  favorable,  for  a  loyalist. 
Ifampden  was  certainly  a  man  of  discri- 
mination, however  vindictive  :  and  I  re- 
member my  friend  Sir  Philip  Warrick 
once  telling  me  an  anecdote  of  him, 
which   is  in  point.     Lord  Derby  going 
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down  the  stairs  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons one  day  with  Hampden,  and  ob- 
serving Cromwell  pass  them,  said  to 
Hampden  ;  '  Who  is  that  sloven  imme- 
diately before  «s.  He  is  on  our  side  I 
see  by  his  speaking  so  warmly  to-day." 

"  That  sloven,  my  lord,  as  you  are 
pleased  to  call  him,  replied  Hampden,  if 
we  ever  come  to  a  breach  with  the  king, 
(which  God  forbid)  w  ill  be  the  greatest 
man  in  England  !" 

Carteret  had  remarked,  and  felt  the 
implied  rebuke  at  the  commencement  of 
Sir  John  Digby's  story.  He  nevertheless 
resumed,  '^  I  was  not  pronouncing  on 
Cromwell's  political  talents,  Gentlemen. 
I  think  it  a  subject  better  avoided.  Pos- 
terity will  judge  of  that :  my  object  was 
to  gratify  my  friend  Sir  Arthur's  appetite 
for  the  supernatural." 

'^  Since  that's  the  case,"  said  the  gay 
soldier,  "  my  friend,  ^ve  will  go  back  wdth 
your  leave,  to  that  point  of  the  road, 
from  whence  we  diverged.     I  hate  poli- 
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tics.  To  read  one  of  your  Diurnals  or 
Mercuries  is  enough  to  surfeit  a  man  of 
diplomacy ;  if  by  aid  of  the  "  divine 
medicine,"  your  sol  and  white  of  eggs  as 
you  call  it,  he  could  count  years  with 
Methusalem.  Where  are  we?  as  my 
friend  Hezekiah  would  say.  Oh!  I 
recollect,  and  so  you  really  believe  that 
Cromwell  communicates  w^ith  William 
of  Lindholme,  and  the  Witch  of  Hat- 
field." 

*'  As  to  the  first,  I  cannot  say,"  re- 
sponded the  philosopher,  with  his  accus- 
tomed coldness,  '^  but,  certainly  he  and 
others  have  communicated  with  Martha 
Allen,  who  is  supposed  to  be  a  relation  of 
Lilly.  Certainly,  I  cannot  take  upon  my- 
self to  say,  as  report  gives  out,  that  she 
has  been  the  agent  of  impawning  his  soul 
to  the  devil,  in  barter  for  power.  Her 
communications  with  the  party,  however, 
are  notorious  ;  and,  I  think,  the  governor 
cannot  be  unacquainted  w  ith  the  fact." 

'^Not  I,   upon  my  word,"   the  latter 
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carelessly  answered.  "  It  is  true  I  saved 
her  once  from  the  pounce  of  the  vulture, 
Hopkins." 

"  It  is  not  that  to  which  I  allude," 
interrupted  Ignatius,  scrutinizing  his  face 
as  he  measured  his  words.  '^  I  thought 
you  had  been  apprized  of  her  secret  visits 
here  to  the  late  governor's  daughter,  Ma- 
tilda Cottrell." 

Morrice's  face  turned  pale,  and,  in  a 
moment  after,  became  as  red  as  scarlet. 
The  name  shook  him  with  an  emotion 
which  it  was  evident  he  strove  in  vain  to 
controul ;  but  he  stammered  out,  ''  I  have 
heard  something — charity — I  believe  a 
kind  of  pensioner." 

Si^Arthur  observed  the  trouble  of  his 
friend,  and,  with  the  delicacy  of  a  well- 
bred  man,  made  an  effort  to  divert  the 
cause  ;  ^'  but  what,  my  good  friend,"  said 
he,  *'  what  has  this  young  lady  to  do 
with  WiUiam  of  Lindholme?" 

"  More  than  you  imagine,  Sir  Arthur. 
Miss  Cottrell  was    certainly  connected 
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^vith  him  and  Martha  Allen,  his  familiar. 
That  hag,  under  pretence  of  receiving: 
charity,  perverted  the  principles — " 

Morrice's  emotion  increased,  and  Sir 
Arthur  interrupted  the  speaker.  '*  Oh  ! 
iie,  sir  !  recollect  we  are  cavaliers  and 
gentlemen.  We  must  not  hear  a  lady 
traduced  in  this  way." 

'^  I  say  no  more  than  all  the  servants 
will  vouch,  Sir  Arthur.  Ask  them  ;  and 
Ini  greatly  deceived  if  what  they  testify, 
such  as  the  midnight  visitor,  the  conferen- 
ces of  many  voices  in  the  lady's  study,  and 
chairs  found  in  confusion,  as  if  deserted, 
do  not  make  you  a  convert.  There  is  one 
in  the  castle  who  swears  to  liave  seen 
through  the  key -hole  of  her  room  a  gi- 
gantic skeleton,  in  armour,  conferring 
with  her  at  the  same  table." 

'*  You  draw  largely  on  our  bank  of 
faith,  nephew,"  Sir  Hugh  remarked.  'Tve 
heard  of  young  ladies  falling  in  love  with 
a  tall  proper  man  ;  but  I  never  knew  one 
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that  had  a  sneakins:  kindness  for  raw- 
iieadand  bloody-bones." 

'^  Oh!  there's  a  pleasure  in  mystery," 
sneeringly  rejoined  Ignatius  ;  *'  besides 
the  charms  and  herbs,  and  love  philtres 
and  wax  images  of  Dame  Allen,  will  do 
wonders  with  the  coldest  blood." 

Morrice  was  no  longer  master  of  him- 
self— he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands ^ 
and  groaned  aloud.  Sir  Arthur  felt  for 
his  situation,  and  made  another  desperate 
plunge  to  get  rid  of  the  philosophical  tor- 
mentor. 

''  But  this  throws  no  fresh  light  on 
William  of  Lindholme  ?" 

''  Oh,  yes  !"  retorted  Carteret,  mali- 
ciously ;  ^^  it  is  a  new  feature  in  the  pic- 
ture. The  magician  of  Lindholme,  like 
the  old  enchanters,  is  supposed  to  be 
amorous  ;  or,  if  not  himself,  the  junta  he 
belongs  to." 

Sir  Arthur  breathed  again.  '^  If  you 
mean  the  saints   by  the  junta,"  said  he, 
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pinching  Hezekiah,  ^*  your  inference  is 
not  to  be  disputed — Harry  Martin  and 
Harry  Mildmay,  and  Harry  Vane,  now 
Old  Harry,  are  proof  enough  in  all  con- 
science." 

"  No,"  continued  Carteret,  repulsing 
the  evasion,  ''  I  mean  no  such  thing.  1 
mean  to  say  that  while  the  brooding 
solitary  sits  in  his  secret  fortress,  like  a 
spider,  he  has  toils  ready  spread  for  catch- 
ing such  victims  as  may  charm  his  soli- 
tude. 

"  I  mean  to  say,  that  Martha  Allen 
was,  and  is,  perhaps,  a  provider  for  his 
invisible  paradise.  Houris  are  necessary, 
and  you  are,  perhaps,  aware  that  parents 
liave  lost  their  daughters  from  the  vici- 
nity, in  a  manner  perfectly  unaccountable. 
If  not ;  enquire  of  those  staple  Yorkshire 
families,  the  Clarksons,  and  Heptonstalls, 
and  the  Seatons." 

^'  Where  are  we,  v/here  are  v»^e  ?"  He- 
zekiah  snuffled,  lifting  up  his  hands  and 
eyes  in  astonishment. 
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'^  God's  precious  !"  interposed  Sir 
Hugh,  ''  you  tell  a  strange  story,  by 
your  leave,  Mr.  Philosopher  and  nephew. 
Where  are  we,  indeed !  is  this  the  seven- 
teenth century  ?" 

Sir  Arthur  snatched  at  the  dropt 
rein  of  conversation,  to  avoid  the  dis- 
agreeal>]e  track  it  had  struck  into.  *'  Po- 
sitively you  enchant  me.  Mr.  Ignatius 
Carteret,  you  transport  me  with  your 
Eno:lish  enchanter  and  his  invisible  island 
— what  a  romance  might  not  be  made 
from  it !' 

'^  1  believe,"  replied  Carteret,  his 
countenance  turning  of  a  livid  hue,  "  you 
w411  find  there  is  more  substantial  villainy 
about  William  of  Lindholme  than  ro- 
mance, as  you  are  pleased  to  term  it." 

"  I'm  pleased  with  every  thing,"  re- 
torted Sir  Arthur,  spiritedly  —  '^  I'm 
pleased  wdth  the  enchanter  and  the 
witch,  but  chiefly  with  their  historian. 
Nay,  take  me — I  tell  you,  this  William  of 
Lindholme  is  a  character  just  cut  out  for 
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a  romance.  As  I  live,  a  good  character, 
but  ^not  good,  truly,'  as  Touchstone  says. 
By  this  hght,  sir,  he  is  a  Cacus,  an  Arch- 
image — nay,  (we'll  apotheosize  him,  if 
yon  please,)  a  very  Pluto.  T  think  it's 
Tasso  that  makes  this  gentleman  the 
devil ;  but  his  classical  character  will  do 
best.  What !  carrying  off  damsels  while 
out  a  Maying  ?  a  la  Grecque  ?  and  in 
this  good  county  of  York !  so  famous  for 
horses  and  fine  w^omen,  as  old  Homer 
says  of  Thessaly.  I  wonder  whether 
there  were  bites  among  the  jockies  in  these 
days.  And  are  there  no  heroes  to  hunt 
the  ravisher,  and  recover  Miss  Proser- 
pine? No  ^  knights,  pursuing  like  a 
whirlwind  ?'  Then,  sir,  I  tell  you,  your 
romance  is  incomplete  ;  and,  to  oblige 
you,  if  no  one  else  offers,  Colonel  Morrice 
and  I,  will  act  Theseus  and  Perilhous, 
'  for  one  night  only,' as  the  players  say, 
Ilezekiah.  There's  my  glove,''  continued 
lie,  placing  it  in  Carteret's  arm,  '^  and  if 
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I  do  not  see  what  this  gentleman's  Elysium 
is  made  of,  in  spite  of  his  invisible  cap — 
aye,  and  IMother  Allen,  with  two  more 
furies  like  herself  to  boot,  crown  rae  w  ith 
cabbages,  or  cut  off  my  spurs,  which  ycu 
like  best :  just  as  you  prefer  being  clas- 
sical or  gothic." 

As  Sir  Arthur  finished  this  whimsical 
v^ally,  intended  to  cut  both  w^ays,  at  pe= 
dantry  and  credulity,  the  cavaliers  burst 
into  a  hearty  laugh.  Carteret  remained 
silent,  w  ith  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  speaker. 
There  was  a  storm  witliin  ;  but  he  kept 
it  dow^n,  and  merely  said — ^'  I  keep  your 
glove.  Sir  Arthur  ;  but  trust  me  you  will 
live  to  change,  or  to  repent  your  opinion 
of  William  of  Lindholme." 

As  he  uttc^ied  this,  there  w'as  loud 
knocking  at  the  hall  door,  and  IMorrice, 
either  to  avoid  scrutiny,  or  dissipate  his 
troubled  thoughts  by  occupation,  arose  to 
open  it.  It  was  the  same  soldier  that  ap- 
peared before,  and  he  came  with  the  in- 
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telHgence,  "  that  Cornet  Tucker  was  just 
dead,  and  had  refused  to  the  last  to  de- 
scribe what  he  saw." 

So  striking  an  illustration,  not  only  of 
the  arguments  but  of  the  words  which 
Carteret  had  just  ceased  from  uttering, 
made  its  full  impression  on  the  company. 
While  Morrice,  wdth  his  usual  alacrity  to 
duty,  gave  instant  orders  for  the  man's 
funeral,  Carteret's  eye  glittered  with  tri- 
umph ;  and  the  rest  of  the  cavaliers  re- 
mained in  troubled  silence.  But  the  most 
remarkable  result  appeared  in  Beaumont : 
his  gaiety  vanished,  and  his  manner  was 
quite  changed. 

'•'  I  have  been  uttering  many  silly  jests, 
gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  to  sustain  your 
spirits  as  well  as  my  own,  but  I  assure 
you  it  has  been  with  a  heavy  heart.  It  is 
now  ray  duty  to  be  serious,  and  not  to 
leave  you  in  the  dark,  during  the  great 
emergency  which  is  doubtless  approach- 
ing;. 1  am  as  well  convinced  as  Mr.  Car- 
teret that  a  system  of  secret  agency,  pro- 
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ducing  effects  apparently  supernatural, 
does  exist.  Agreed  as  to  tlie  substance 
and  back  ground  of  the  portrait,  we  dif- 
fer only  in  the  quality  of  the  chiaro  osciiro. 
He  pronounces  that  the  extraordinary 
events  are  produced  by  unearthly  and  un- 
holy means,  I  by  artifices  unholy  indeed, 
but  the  result  of  human  combination.  I 
am  as  fully  convinced  as  he  can  be,  that  a 
subterranean  conspiracy  exists,  which  has 
dug  its  undermining  burrow  beneath  the 
sinking  fabric  of  the  law.  The  mine  now 
seems  directed  principally  against  this 
castle.  Many  circumstances  assure  me 
that  the  danger  is  pressing  ;  and  there- 
fore I  feel  it  mv  dutv  towards  the  o:overnor 
and  garrison  of  the  castle,  to  lay  open 
such  facts  as  have  come  to  my  know- 
ledge, respecting  the  secret  organised  fra- 
ternity in  question.  I  have  proofs  of  its 
existence." 

As  Beaumont  uttered  this,  Ignatius 
started  involuntarily  ;  and  then  fixed  his 
scowling  eye  steadily  on  the  speaker. 
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"  Whew !"  exclaimed  Sir  Hugh  Car- 
teret ;  "  what,  are  you  going  to  desert  me, 
Sir  Arthur  ?  Tlien  I  believe  I  must  capi- 
tulate to  the  enemy.  'Slythe,  you  remind 
me  of  the  strange  things  told  on  our 
marches  of  Owen  Glyndwyr,  and  the 
beautiful  witch  his  daughter,  Lady  Glen- 
wyllan.  God's  precious !  there's  niy 
friend,  the  brave  Sir  John  Owen,  of  Pen- 
mure,  (now,  poor  fellow  !  in  the  hands  of 
the  rebels  at  Colchester)  w  ould  sit  a  sum- 
mer's day,  and  tell  you  just  such  stories 
of  his  ancestor  and  his  invisible  fast- 
nesses. There  was  I,  and  Taffy  Jenkins 
of  Pendeywlyn,  and  Ap-Rhys,  (I  mean 
one  of  the  Radnorshire  Ap-Rhyscs,  not 
those  that  settled  at  Llannynidobry  ;)  and 
there  was  Lloyd  Rogers,  (not  the  great 
Rogerses,  as  they  call  them  ;  that  family 
crossed  the  Severn  with  Roger  de  Mow- 
bray, in  the  time  of  KingRoderic  ;)  but  the 
Rogerses  of  the  Marches,  that  married  into 
the  old  families  of  Lhanlhygan  and  Llanar- 
hyddrgrwy.  God  s  precious !  where  was  1  ?" 

VOL.  ir.  c 
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The  worthy  baronet  was  now  com- 
pletely becalmed  amidst  the  quicksands  of 
Welch  genealogy :  and  Sir  Arthur  with 
his  usual  politeness,  stept  in  to  extricate 
him. 

''  I  knew  the  great  royalist,  Rogers, 
w^ell,  Sir  Hugh :  he  was  a  noble  fellow, 
and  I  verily  believe  (as  I  beheve  the  king 
does  too),  that  if  he  had  lived,  the  royal 
cause  would  never  have  sunk  so  low.  The 
family,  as  you  state,  is  one  of  the  oldest, 
and  I  believe  their  chief  holds  lands  by 
charter,  granted  at  the  period  of  the  first 
crusade,  which  shows  how  much  those 
times  resemble  these." 

'^  God's  precious !"  returned  Sir  Hugh  : 
*^  I  remember  seeing  the  grant  with  the 
second  William's  seal.  The  granter  was 
bound  to  march  before  the  royal  crusading 
army  for  forty  days  and  forty  nights,  bare- 
headed and  barefooted,  and  defy  the 
Paynim.     It  was  a  hard  condition.' 

"■  All  is  possible  unto  the  saints !"  ejacu- 
lated Hezekiah.     ''  Did  not  the  children 
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of  Israel  sojourn  for  forty  years  in  the  wil- 
derness without  chano;ino:  their  doublets  ? 
(Hhuh,  hhuh !).  Of  a  truth,  I  once 
thought  of  voyaging  to  convert  the  Gen- 
tiles at  Hierusalem.  Howbeit,  my  shoes 
and  nether  raiment  served  not." 

''  But  where  are  we  ?"  (hhuh,  hhuh!) 
interrupted  Sir  Arthur.  "  Oh  !  I  recol- 
lect— first  chapter  of  my  recantation ; 
verse,  secret  societies." 

'^  I  have  heard  of  some  such  thing  be- 
fore," observed  the  governor  ;  '^  and  it  has 
often  occurred  to  me,  that  many  of  the 
omens  we  were  lately  adverting  to  ;  such 
as  falling  pictures  and  statues,  and  strange 
apparations,  have  been  the  work  of  these 
secret  disorganizing  societies.  It  was,  in- 
deed, an  opinion  of  my  late  dear  Lord 
Strafford,  that  the  fermentation  of  men's 
minds,  which  produced  his  death,  had  long 
been  brewing,  by  the  means  of  invisible 
traitors,  connected  with  the  German  and 
Dutch  reformers." 

As  Morrice  ceased,  he  happened  to 
c  2 
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turn  his  eye  upon  Carteret,  and  w  as  start- 
led by  the  expression  of  his  countenance- 
There  was  a  settled  hatred  and  mahgnity 
in  the  askance  leer,  which  perfectly  asto- 
nished him  :  but  he  affected  not  to  notice 
it,  and  turned  to  Beaumont. 

'*  You  stated,  I  think,  Sir  Arthur,  that 
you  have  proofs  of  this  anti-social  club's 
existence.  It  has  always  appeared  to  me 
a  great  impolicy  in  any  government  to 
admit  of  secret  societies.  It  is  an  tm- 
periuM  in  imperio  that  cannot  profit  a 
confiding  government,  and  may  jostle  a 
resisting  one  out  of  its  seat  Is  the  so- 
ciety you  advert  to,  connected  w  ith  the 
masons  ?" 

^'  I  believe  not,"  Sir  Arthur  rejoined. 
^'  It  is  generally  understood  that  whatever 
may  be  the  case  on  the  continent,  English 
masonry  has  not  been  contaminated. 
On  the  contrary,  there  is  some  reason  to 
believe  that  advantage  has  been  taken  of 
it  to  assist  the  cause  of  royalty.  No  !  I 
believe  the  plotters  to  be,  as  Mr.  Carteret 
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has  hinted,  a  sect  of  Templars.  Neverthe- 
less, if  any  coincidence  appears,  it  is  not 
to  be  wondered  at,  for  masonry  is,  beyond 
doubt,  derived  from  the  old  mysteries  of 
the  Egyptian  architects,  applied  to  Solo- 
mon's temple.  So  far  it's  a  mere  idle 
mummery.  It  is  well  known  that  the  Tem- 
plars having  the  care  of  the  sepulchre  builc 
their  more  secret  and  crafty  rites  upon  the 
same  fraternlzino^  model.  Onlv  that  the 
latter  having  embraced  the  disorganising 
doctrines  of  the  great  Heresiarch  Manes, 
made  a  jumble  of  Christianity  with  the 
rites  and  principles  of  Magianism,  and 
leavened  the  joint  mass  with  the  philo- 
sophy of  equal  rights.  The  initiatory 
trials  of  this  secret  sect  are  certainly  co- 
pied in  a  great  measure  from  the  Magian. 
I  understand,  they  call  their  central  junta 
the  judgment  seat  of  Mithra,  and  their 
chief  grade  Rex  Magus  ;  and  the  reason  of 
the  choice  is  pretty  evident.  It  suits  their 
principles,  and  chimes  in  with  the  mad- 
ness of  the  day.     It  is  well  known  that  the 
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Magians  expected  a  millennuim.    They 
expected  that  the   Mediator  Mithra,  as 
they  called  him,  should  come  in  judgment, 
destroy  the  powers  of  evil,  and  reign  with 
the  Magian  Hierarchy  as  kings  and  priests 
for  a  certain  number  of  sari,  or  tens   of 
years.     Plutarch    records    it  in    express 
words  ;  his  expressions  are  vei^  singular : 
he  says,    '^  that  they  expected  a  golden 
period,   or   universal  republic,  when  all 
mankind  should  be  one  family,  all  equal, 
having  all  things   in    common,  and  one 
form   of  speech."     And    he    adds,   that 
they  attempted  to  assist  Cyrus  in  his  de- 
sign of  universal  empire  with  this  view  ; 
much  in    the  same  way  as  the  levellers 
are  helping   Cromwell  to  military   des- 
potism.    The  name  and  appointment  of 
Cyrus  is  another  apposite  thing  in  this 
affair.  His  own  call  and  his  commission  to 
Zerubabel,   to  rebuild  the  temple,   con- 
nects masonry  with  magianism,  and  equa- 
lity with  both.     But  the  object  is  one  ;  an 
equal  republic  of  the  elect ;  a  land  of  ^^  all 
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kings,"  as  the  saints  express  it ;  or,  rather, 
where  all  shall  be  priests  and  kings  for 
themselves  after  the  Magian  fashion  ;  free 
at  once  from  the  control  of  the  mitre  and 
the  crown.  This  was  most  probably  the 
secret  of  the  old  initiations,  as  it  is  of  the 
modern.  And  where  the  poison  will  at 
last  spread  unless  the  secret  clubs  can  be 
crushed,  it  is  difficult  to  say." 

^'  Then  you  think  these  anti-social  con- 
federacies," said  Morrice,  ^^  are  affiliated 
with  the  terrible  secret  societies  of  Ger- 
many ?" 

'^  Certainly,  Colonel,  I  believe  them  all 
linked  together ;  w^iether  they  are  called 
Rosycrucians,  or  Hermetic  men,  or  Cab- 
balists,  or  Platonists,  or  lUurainati,  or 
New  light  men,  which  means  the  same. 
I  have  Mr.  Butler's  authority  for  this,  who 
certainly  is  one  of  the  wittiest  and  pro- 
foundest  scholars  of  the  day.  The  founda- 
tion of  the  Jesuits,  having  similar  secret 
laws,  was  one  of  the  deadliest  blows  this 
Hydra  of  evil  has  sustained  ;  but  like  the 
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Hydra  of  old,  where  one  head  is  severed 
another  succeeds.     Their  principles  seem 
so  elastic  as  to  be  capable  of  infinite  ex- 
tension ;  and   wherever  they  gain  liead^ 
revolution  follows.    The  levellincr  notions 
of  John  Ball,   like  those  of  Hobbes,  now 
a-days,  preceded,  and  produced  the  rebel- 
lion of  Tyler,  the  regicide  acted  on  this 
spot,   and    the   usurpation  of  the  fourth 
Henry.     The  republic   of  Holland  was 
cradled   by  the   same  nurse.     Germany 
lias  been  hitherto  lucky.     The  Reforma- 
tion was  an  angel  begot  by  the  embraces 
of  a  devil  ;  (an  idea  by  the  w  ay  which  I 
borrow  from  one  of  the  present  king  ;)  but 
tares  spring  up   with  the  wheat.     The 
Reformation   and    Puritan   levelling   are 
links  of  the  same  chain^  and  the  cry  of 
freedom  from  bishops  is  soon  followed  by 
the  cry  of  delivery  from  kings.     Impos- 
ture and  fanaticism  push  out  their  unseen 
roots  till  the  earth  crumbles  under  us,  but 
the  trunk  remains  one.     To  match  with 
Dr.  Fludd,  there  is  Jacob  Behmen,  and 
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the  Reformer,  John  of  Leyclen,  king  of 
Zion,  at  Mnnster,  to  vie  with  Ohver, 
king  in  petto  of  the  EngHsh  Jerusa- 
lem. 

"  These  remarks  are  very  general," 
said  Morrice,  "  however  true. — Yon  pro- 
mised  " 

"I  beg  pardon,"  interrupted  Sir  Ar- 
thur, '^  You  remind  me  properly,  that  in 
detailing  the  objects,  and  rise  of  those 
societies,  I  am  diverging  a  little  from 
the  proofs  I  promised,  of  their  more  in- 
stant operations.  I  shall  therefore  pro- 
ceed to  matters  of  fact,  and  lay  open 
some  of  these  secret  proceedings  by  way 
of  warning." 

"  Forbear  !  on  your  life  !"  said  a  deep 
sepulchral  voice,  w  hich  starded  the  whole 
company. 

''  Jesu  protect  us !"  shrieked  Heze- 
kiah,  falling  on  his  knees,  and  clasping 
his  hands  ;  ''  Where  are  we,  where  are 
we?  (hhuh,  hhuh  !)" 

"  What  means  this  confusion  ?*'  asked 
c5 
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Sir    John   Digby.      ''  Did    any    person 
speak  ?     Was  it  you,  Paulden  ?" 

**  Not  I !  Not  I !"  was  the  immediate 
response  of  all  the  company. 

^'  The  voice  seemed  to  come  from  the 
ceiling "  observed  Morrice,  looking  at 
Ignatius  Carteret :  but  there  was  no  in- 
dication in  his  face  that  could  assist 
conjecture. 

*'  I  have  heard  abroad,"  Sir  Arthur  said, 
recovering  from  his  first  surprise,  and 
directing  his  eyes  the  same  way,  ''  that 
men  exist,  who  possess  physically  the 
property  ascribed  to  the  old  sorcerers,  of 
speaking  from  the  belly.  x\s  I  do  not  like 
to  be  laughed  at,  I  shall  therefore  take 
the  liberty  of  proving  whether  the  moni- 
tor is  natural  or  supernatural,  by  pro- 
ceeding to    reveal — 

''  At  your  peril !"  pealed  the  same  ter- 
rible voice,  as  if  from  beneath. 

''  Whew  1"  whistled  the  Cheshire 
Baronet,  "  this  is  as  queer  as  some  of 
Glyndwyr's     tricks     on    our    borders." 
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**  God's  precious !  Perhaps  he's  come 
to  look  after  his  old  master  the  second 
Richard." 

'^  What  may  this  mean?"  asked  Sir 
Arthur,  with  an  involuntary  agita- 
tion. 

*'  Provoke  not  the  spirit  to  wrath,"  mut- 
tered Hezekiah,  his  knees  rattling  like 
marrow  bones  and  cleavers,  and  his 
chattering  teeth  vying  with  the  protract- 
ed melody  of  the  salt-box  and  rolling  pin 
on  May-day.  His  lackadaisical  gesture 
was  irresistible ;  and  spite  of  an  unusual 
qualmishness,  Sir  Arthur  could  not  resist 
the  temptation  of  setting  his  thread-paper 
arms,  and  gooseberry  eyes  in  simultane- 
ous motion. 

"  What  !  My  old  boy  in  the  cellar  ?" 
he  spouted  in  a  theatrical  attitude  :  "so 
you  object  to  being  shewn  up  before 
friends  ?" 

"  Peace,  troubled  spirit,  peace  !" 

**  Peace  !"  repeated  the  voice,  whicli 
seemed  to  issue  from  the  door. 
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^^  Where  are  we?  Where  are  we?" 
groaned  the  unfortunate  pastor,  in  greater 
dismay  than  before.  ''  Lo,  now  !  behold, 
thy  play-yer  say-yings,  provoke  him. 
(hhuh,  hhuh.") 

'^  This  is  an  extraordinary  event,"  said 
Morrice,  ''  and  warns  me  that  we  are 
either  haunted  by  spies  or  pursued  by 
some  fatality." 

^^  Depend  upon  it,  governor,  it  is  a  jug- 
gle," replied  Sir  Arthur  ;  and  only  de- 
termines me  to  persist  in  my  resolution  : 
so  this  is  but  a  poor  ghost  not  to  foresee 
that.  He's  one  of  your  journeyman  devils, 
some  Tom  Po,  or  quiz  of  a  Brownie,  take 
my  word  for  it.  Get  up,  Fight-the-good- 
fight ;"  he  continued,  turning  to  Hezekiah, 
''  or  renounce  your  name.  Come,  spiri- 
tuosamente,  or  I'll  make  this  beau  esprit 
of  the  cellar,  wax  wrath  with  more  play- 
yer  say-yings.     Come, 

Spring  up,  like  feathered  Mercu'  y  ! 
New  lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill." 
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''  You  had  better  make  instant  search, 
governor,"  observed  Paulden  ;  '*  perhaps 
there  may  be  double  walls  to  the  hall,  as 
many  of  diese  old  fortresses " 

^'  No,  do  not  give  yourself  the  trouble, 
my  dear  fellow,"  retorted  Beaumont, 
'^  I  think  I  see  this  jeu  cV esprit  in  it's 
proper  colours.  Do  me  the  favor  of  ad- 
journing to  my  room,  gentlemen  ;  and 
we'll  soon  see  whether  it  is  a  ghost  of 
rank,  or  one  of  the  St^'gian  Canaille. — 
Come,  Hezekiah  ;  now  '  for  a  shot  at  the 
head-quarters  of  Satan.'  (Hhuh,  hhuh.)' 

The  company  immediately  agreed  to 
the  gay  baronet's  proposal ;  and  all  but 
Ignatius  Carteret  followed  him  to  his  room 
at  the  opposite  wing  of  the  building. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

One  perfect  state  of  beings,  great  and  free. 
One  common  tongue,  and  common  familj^ 
Nay,  he  affirm'd  that  Death  might  be  subdu'd, 
if  Mind  would  hunt  the  monster  from  his  food  ; 
That  Mind  was  Lord  of  every  thing  below. 
Whatever  beauty,  wealth,  or  pow'r  bestow  : 
That  vig'rous  faith  can  make  the  mountain  plain, 
Command  the  thunder,  and  absolve  the  rain. 
Bid  spirits  troop  obedient  to  its  call. 
O'er  land,  o'er  sea,  through  rampart,  and  through  wall. 
So  Persian  Seers,  in  ages  past,  foretold 
The  reign  of  Mithras,  and  the  age  of  gold. 

Maid  of  Renmore. 

^'  Well !  gentlemen,"  said  Beaumont, 
^*  now  we  have  got  rid  of  our  cellar  mo- 
nitor, I  will  tell  you  all  that  I  know,  in  as 
compressed  a  manner  as  possible,  about 
'  the  Invisible,'  as  they  call  themselves. 
1  shall  not  detain  you  with  surmises  upon 
the  origin  and  nature  of  the  old  mysteries 
on  which  these  modern  initiations  are 
built.     It  is  ascertained  that  they   were 
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carried  on  In  subterraneous  caverns,  simi- 
lar to  those  distinguished  by  the  name  of 
Saint  Patrick,  now  in  Ireland,  wherein 
similar  trials,  as  appears  from  old  bal- 
lads, were  imposed.  But  it  is  the  asser- 
tion of  the  Rosycrucians  themselves,  who 
I  believe  are  in  league  with  this  club  of 
disorganizing  philosophers,  that  the  great 
Necropolis  now  existing  beneath  the  site 
of  ancient  Memphis,  was  the  seat  of  the 
oldest  masonic  initiations,  and  that  the 
great  pyramid  itself,  with  its  singular 
internal  chambers — its  portcullis — its  de- 
scending shaft  and  coffin,  or  rather  chest, 
much  too  large  for  a  corpse,  was  the  first 
great  lodge.  I  shall  merely  relate  what  oc- 
curs respecting  that  branch  of  this  dark 
society,  which  I  suspect  to  exist  in  this 
vicinity. 

On  my  return  from  my  travels  w^ith 
Sir  Kenelm  Digby,  I  had  contracted, 
either  from  his  acquaintance,  or  the  ex- 
traordinary persons  we  had  visited  abroad, 
a  restless  hankering  after  every  thing  mys- 
terious and  recondite,  which  amounted  to 
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a  passion.  In  this  frame  of  mind,  the  ex- 
traordinaiy  appearance  of  a  near  relation, 
whom  I  dearly  loved,  made  a  deep  im- 
pression upon  me ;  and  the  more  so,  be- 
cause bavino^  observed  him  for  sometime 
in  a  desponding  state  of  mind,  I  had 
made  repeated  attempts  to  obtain  some 
iiirht  as  to  the  cause.  Durins:  one  of 
those  moments,  when  his  hypochondria 
appeared  to  be  at  its  height,  I  drew  from 
him,  not  without  many  pauses,  and  much 
repugnance,  the  fact  ;  that  he  had  bound 
himself  by  a  solemn  oath,  for  which 
he  felt  great  remorse.  For  some  time  he 
persisted  in  withholding  any  thing  more  ; 
but  one  day,  in  the  middle  of  an  agony, 
that  was  gradually  consuming  him  away, 
he  confessed  that  he  was  enrolled,  as 
he  called  it,  into  one  of  those  secret 
societies  of  New  Light  men,  or  liluminati ; 
which  had  artfully  contrived  to  avail  it- 
self of  the  support  of  government  during 
the  last  reigns,  under  the  professed  mask 
of  defending  the  New  Reformed  church 
against  Antichrist  and  Popery.     As  he 
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was  not  an  ambitious  man,  nor  a  man 
fond  of  wealth,  nor  a  man  at  all  of  an  in- 
triguing disposition,  I  questioned  him 
as  to  the  motive  that  could  prevail  upon 
him  to  take  an  op.th  so  perfectly  super- 
rogatory  :  and,  afeer  seme  difficulty,  I 
obtained  from  hini,  that  the  bonds  of  a 
passion  as  hopeless,  as  unquenchable,  had 
drawn  him  into  the  secret  snare.  Once 
during  a- perturbed  sleep,  I  heard  him 
murmuring  the  name  of  a  lady,  which  I 
can  never  hear  without  emotion — a  name 
w  hich  for  my  own — for  a  friend's  sake — 
I  must  at  present  conceal." 

Morrice  started  and  turned  pale,  and 
cast  an  enquiring  look  at  the  speaker. — 
The  glance  of  Sir  Authur  at  that  moment, 
conrinced  him  that  he  was  concerned ; 
but  the  effort  of  enquiry  died  on  Morrice's 
lips  ;  and  he  waited,  breatlilessly,  while 
Sir  Arthur  proceeded — 

'^  I  am  sorry  that  I  dropt  this  allusion 
— but  I  must  '  be  cruel  only  to  be  kind.' 
The  time  may  come,  when  I  may  confide 
the  secret  to  that  friend's  private  ear.     1 
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re-assume  my  tale.  By  slow  degrees,  and 
by  unremitting  attention  during  the  illness 
which  occurred  to  my  friend,  I  obtained 
still  further  particulars  of  this  mysterious 
association.  I  discovered  there  was  more 
in  it  than  met  the  eye,  and  that  these  New 
Light  men  had  some  ulterior  designs  of 
dazzling  guilt  or  gigantic  audacity,  which 
not  all  their  precaution  in  letting  the 
light  by  degrees  on  their  aspirants  could 
prevent  from  staggering  or  stupifying 
their  disordered  faculties.  He  further  hint- 
ed to  me,  that  the  bane  had  grown  from 
a  small  root  during  the  time  of  James  and 
Elizabeth  into  an  Upas-tree,  which  threat- 
ened universal  desolation  ;  that  the  pure 
channels  of  education  were  poisoned  at 
their  source  ;  that  the  morals  of  the  female 
part  of  society  were  sedulously  perv-erted 
and  corrupted ;  that  a  constant  torrent  of 
gratis  seditious  works  were  pouring  forth 
from  the  concealed  muddy  fount  to  con- 
taminate the  great  mass  of  the  reading 
public— their  leading  character  being  an 
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unholy  mixture  of  Spinozisra  and  fana- 
ticism. He  hinted  moreover  to  me,  with- 
out expressly  asserting  it,  that  the  leading 
junto  in  the  house  of  commons,  who, 
so  pertinaciously  lighted  up  the  revo- 
lutionary flame,  which  is  now  too 
strong  for  them  to  suppress,  were  either 
connected  with,  or  themselves  the  Areo- 
pagites  of  the  secret  council.  Going  to 
him  one  morning  to  visit  him,  as  usual,  I 
found  he  had  disappeared  from  the  house, 
without  any  traces  of  the  means  by  which 
he  went,  or  any  knowledge  of  his  ser- 
vants. A  search  was  made,  but  all  effort 
was  fruitless  to  discover  him.  I  then  re- 
collected, for  the  first  time,  that  he  had 
lately  exhibited  great  terror  from  fear 
of  assassination  ;  and,  as  I  perfectly  lov- 
ed him,  the  reflection  for  some  time  al- 
most maddened  me.  The  result  of  brood- 
ing over  this  strange  event  was,  a  resolu- 
tion of  prying,  cost  what  it  would,  into 
the  mystery  of  his  disappearance  ;  which 
I  could  not  doubt  was  occasioned  by  the 
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dark  association  he  bad  partially  betrayed. 
I  was  then,  my  friends,  of  a  more  roman- 
tic disposition  than  I  am  now.  I  am  not 
what  I  v/as,  as  Horace  says, 

Lenit  albescens  animos  copillus 
Litium  et  rixos  cupidos  protervse. 

A  belter  acquaintance  with  the  world  has 
taught  me  to  look  upon  many  things  as 
the  sober  realitiesof  a  dark  prison,  which 
I  before  clothed  with  all  the  exuberant 
beauty  of  sl  warm  and  expanding  ima- 
gination. As  I  have  said,  I  was  then  ro- 
mantic;  and  the  resolution  I  formed,  with 
the  dangers  connected  with  it,  was  just 
that  stimulant  food  which  suited  the  ex- 
cited habit  of  my  mind.  Let  me  add,  that 
a  desire  of  reven2:e  was  in  some  deofree 
connected  with  it :  that,  too,  is  a  youth- 
ful passion  ground  down  by  the  passage 
of  years.  In  an  imprudent  and  rash  hour 
I  madly  sought  the  means  of  gratifying 
my  purpose.  Among  the  papers  which  a 
note  from  my  departed  friend  left  to  my 
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care,  I  discovered  ample  means  of  taking 
the  first  step  towards  my  aim,  and  I  avail- 
ed myself  of  the  hint  without  hesitation. 
I  presented  myself  at  midnight  at  one  of 
the  proconsular  cut-posts,  placed  on  the 
extreme  circle  of  the  reign  of  darkness  ; 
from  whence  the  slightest  vibration  is 
conveyed,  like  the  converging  lines  of  the 
spider's  w^eb,  to  the  foul  and  watchful 
spoiler  at  the  centre.  I  was  carried 
through  a  vaiiety  of  similar  outposts,  all 
affiliated  together  in  the  same  manner, 
to  the  central  Adytum :  as  I  stopped 
short  of  taking  the  same  oath  as  my  un- 
happy friend,  1  conceive  myself  perfectly 
free  to  state  what  subsequently  occurred. 
If  the  revelation  was  not  made  before,  it 
is  because^  it  required  a  place  of  refuse, 
like  tliis,  for  the  revealer.  And  prudence 
whispered  to  mc  in  the  words  of  the  Spar- 
tan— ^  Friend,  those  words  of  thine  re- 
quh'e  a  fortress  to  back  them.'  I  speak 
tills  not  in  fear  of  my  life.  I  wish  to  pre- 
serve it  only  for  the  cause  in  which  I  have 


46  PONTEFRACT  CASTLE. 

embarked  :  but  I  know  that  I  am  one  of 
the  proscribed,  and  indeed  I  have  about 
me  a  secret  anticipation,  which  is  uncon- 
querable, that  I  shall  one  day  fall  by  the 
hands  of  assassination.' 

As  Sir  Arthur  Beaumont  uttered  this 
w^ith  a  prophetic  melancholy  tone  of  voice, 
a  visible  shudder  was  perceived  among  his 
auditors,  and  the  tears  sprung  up  into 
Morrice's  mild  eye :  but  Beaumont,  ap- 
parently unmoved,  proceeded  with  his 
story. 

'^  If  such  be  my  fate,  gentlemen,  I  sub- 
mit to  it  without  repining.  I  have  never 
either  ''  loved  my  life  or  hated,"'  and  my 
desire  of  retaining  ithasnotbeen  increased 
by  the  events  which  I  have  lately  seen.  I 
am  enabled  to  reason  with  life  as  Shak- 
speare  recommended : 

"  A  breath  thou  art, 
Subject  to  all  the  skj  ey  influences ; 
And  if  I  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing-, 
Which  none  but  fools  do  prize," 

No  one,  perhaps,  has  drained  more  deeply 
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than  I  have  the  eup  of  worldly  pleasure  ; 
but  at  the  bottom  I  have  found  nothinc^ 
but  bitterness,  nothing  but  that  heartless 
'^  vanity  of  vanities,"  which  the  wisest  of 
men  so  eloquently  describes.  I  have  found 
indeed  that  the  world  is — 

*^  An  un weeded  garden, 

That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank  and  gross  in  nature 

Possess  it  merely." 

The  disgust  of  my  late  lamented  accom- 
plished friend.  Lord  Falkland,  at  the 
baseness  and  wickedness  of  the  times, 
has  fully  transmitted  itself  to  me.  Ex- 
cuse me,  gentlemen,  for  this  deviation  : 
but  I  am  truly  weary  of  these  troublesome 
times.  I  am  weary  of  seeing  '  princes  on 
foot,  and  the  lowly  in  high  places."  Let 
me  revert  to  the  matter  in  hand.  I  pass 
over  several  circumstances  of  little  conse- 
quence, till  I  was  consigned  to  the  hands 
of  an  instructor,  whom  you  Httle  think  of, 
but  whose  name  resounds  through  Europe. 
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I^t  me  snatch  from  the  shadowy  memory 
of  those  events,  some  outUne  of  that  intro- 
duction. I  was  taken  into  the  middle  of  a 
solitary  apartment,  hung  on  all  sides  with 
black,  and  decorated  with  p  variety  of 
symbols,  to  me  perfectly  incomprehen- 
sible ;  some  scriptural — some  pagan — 
some  masonic.  In  the  middle  of  the 
chamber  was  a  lighted  chailng  dish  on  a 
tripod,  and  on  a  table  there  stood  a  large 
golden  phcenix,  surrounded  by  a  serpent 
in  a  circle:  above  it,  a  sun  with  wings. 
The  Mystagog«e  then  began  his  in- 
struction, which  1  give  you  as  a  sample 
of  their  dogmas." 

*'  This  lighted  tripod,"  said  he,  '^  teach- 
es us  that  fire  is  the  moving  principle  and 
spirit  of  the  world — there  is  no  other. 
It  is  that  which  hovered  over  the  matter  of 
chaos  at  the  beginning,  and  will  permeate 
all  the  various  modulations  and  forms  of 
matter  u  n  1 1 1  the  en  d .  Wherever  there  is  mat  - 
ter,  the  agent  exists  like  the  soul  connected 
with  the  body.     The  separation  does  not 
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destroy  it,  but  it  rises  in  a  new  form — 
that  is  the  only  resurrection." 

''  As  to  the  serpentine  circle,"  he  con- 
tinued, ''  that  circle  is  an  image  of  the 
eternity  of  the  world :  like  it,  it  never 
had  a  beginning,  and  never  will  have  an 
end.  For  matter  cannot  be  annihilated. 
The  phoenix  which  you  see  in  the  centre 
of  it  explains  to  you  the  epochs  of  the 
world's  revolutions  and  regenerations;  of 
which  it  was  an  ancient  symbol.  Already 
it  has  six  times  ended  its  millenary  ex- 
istences, and  arisen  to  fresh  being  from 
its  ashes  in  the  temple  of  the  sun.  Its 
seventh  millenary  period  now  advancing, 
has  been  predicted  from  the  oldest  pe- 
riods of  antiquity  as  the  golden  sabbath, 
a  period  of  rest,  like  that  with  which  the 
world  began,  and  after  that  the  great 
w eek  of  years  shall  be  renewed." 

"  You  may  judge  from  this  specimen, 
gentlemen,  what  is  the  circle  of  dogmata 
embraced  by  this  pernicious  sect.  I  saw 
at  the  same  time  a  vast  number  of  other 
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symbols,    some  of  the  same,  some  of  a 
more  harmless  description.    The  greatest 
part  were  Jewish,  relating  to  the  com- 
mission of  Cyrus — tlie  building  of  the 
temple  by  Zerubbabel,  and  the  restoration 
of  the  Jews.    There  was  also  a  great  deal 
of  the  original  mummery  of  the  society 
retained ;  about  Anti-Christ  and  the  beast, 
and  the  great  battle  of  kings,  and  the  em- 
pire of  Gog.     But  all  these  things  were 
explained  in  a  blasphemous  and  political 
raanner.     Even  the  fall  of  man  was  in- 
famously perverted  to  mean  his  subjection 
to  kings  and  priests,  and  his  salvation  by 
the  Messiah  as  an  emancipation  from  the 
yoke,    and   a  regeneration    to  primitive 
equality — to  the  patriarchal  fraternity  of 
the  first  a^es. 

''  Judge  from  this,  gentlemen,  the  ob- 
jects to  which  the  views  of  these  secret 
conductors  were  directed.  I  shall  spare 
your  ears  a  further  narration  of  all  the  de- 
testable mummeries,  through  which,  in 
pursuit  of  vengeance,  I  compelled  myself 
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to  pass.  '  He  that  aspires,'  as  John  Mil- 
ton says,  *  must  down  as  low,  as  high  he 
tends.'  To  pierce  the  labyrinthal  interior  of 
the  dark  lodge,  it  was  necessary,  as  it  is 
for  travellers  at  the  pyramids,  to  grovel 
like  a  serpent,  and  creep  through  the  ac- 
cumulating dirt  of  centuries.  As  I  have 
said,  I  will  spare  your  ears  ;  but  it  is  ne- 
cessary to  inform  you,  that  I  was  so  in- 
diornant  at  last  with  the  barefaced  infamv 
of  the  doctrines  developed  to  me,  that  I 
was  no  longer  master  of  myself,  but, 
drawing  my  sword,  rushed  madly  on  the 
expounder.  In  a  moment  I  was  sur- 
rounded by  an  ambushed  party  of  masked 
men  ;  who,  tripping  up  my  heels,  and 
tying  my  hands  behind  me  before  I  could 
make  resistance,  plunged  me  into  a  dun- 
geon, to  repent  at  leisure  of  my  improvi- 
dence, and  regret  the  frustration  both  of 
my  curiosity  and  revenge. 

"  I  scarce  know  what  followed — it  was 
a  course  of  dissimulation  on  my  part, 
and  of  canting  hypocrisy  on  theirs.     Ho- 
d2 
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noiirs,  rewards,  power,  were  thrown  at 
my  feet,  to  shake  my  purpose,  and  win 
my  resokition  to  their  objects.  Nor  was 
love,  the  strongest  tie  on  a  romantic  heart 
like  mine,  forgotten." 

Sir  Arthur  paused  a  moment — and 
striking  his  forehead  with  his  hand,  re- 
sumed— 

'^  That  period  of  my  recollection  is  like 
a  terrible  dream — it  was  a  hard  task — 
(and  I  own  it  without  compunction,)  con- 
sidering the  greatness  of  the  temptation 
— an  offer  of  the  most  unearthly  of  this 
world's  earthly  daughters.  It  was  a  ter- 
rible trial — there  was  duty  on  one  side  ; 
on  the  other,  intense  passion.  But  duty 
conquered — thank  God  !  it  conquered  ; 
and  the  trial  is  over  ! 

^'  Gentlemen,  as  I  have  said,  I  sub- 
mitted to  hypocrisy  to  obtain  what  was 
not  to  be  reached  by  force.  A  tacit  ac- 
commodation took  place  between  the 
'  Invisible'  and  me.  I  urged  to  be  ad- 
mitted to  the  last  rite.      You  have  heard, 
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perhaps,  of  the  old  initiations  in  the  cave 
of  Trophonius  :  if  not  you  have  heard  of 
similar  ones  in  Ireland,  under  the  name  of 
St.  Patrick's  Purgatory.  I  can  only  say, 
that  if  the  first  resembled  what  I  went 
through,  there  was  some  ground  for  the 
report  that  the  inspector  never  smiled 
afterwards.  Deposited  in  a  coffin,  as  one 
dead,  having  a  rope  about  my  neck,  as 
one  condemned,  and  naked  as  human  na- 
ture on  its  first  appearance  in  the  world, 
I  was  carried,  blindfold,  through  an  un- 
broken silence,  into  the  womb  of  a  sub- 
terraneous excavation,  which  appeared  to 
me  interminable.  There  I  remained  ;  in 
that  living  sepulchre,  supplied  only  with  • 
bread  and  w^ater  ;  hour  after  hour,  day 
after  day — no  glimpse  of  light — no  voice 
of  consolation — conversing  only  with  my 
melancholy  thoughts,  supported  only  by 
the  undying  fire  of  revenge.  There  I 
remained,  till  the  time  of  trial  arriving, 
an  invisible  hand  released  me,  and  I 
found  myself  alone.     A  voice  behind  me 
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bade  me  proceed,  and,  at  the  peril  of  my 
soul,  to  look  back.  Obedient  to  the 
summons,  I  walked  by  lamp-light  along  a 
subterranean  road,  the  dark  end  of  which 
w^as  beyond  the  reach  of  eye,  and  eclipsed 
the  glimmering  rays  of  the  lamps  in  the 
extreme  perspective.  Hour  after  hour,  I 
went  on,  threading  this  unimpeded  mono- 
tonous road  of  silence.  At  last,  a  single 
object,  in  a  small  degree,  changed  the 
scene  : — it  was  an  iron  gate,  which  inter- 
posed between  me  and  a  continuation  of 
the  passage — it  was  closed.  I  pushed  it, 
and  it  did  not  yield ;  but,  suddenly,  I 
heard  the  voice  of  an  invisible  person  pro- 
nouncing a  barbarous  pass-word.  The 
gate,  growling  upon  its  rusty  hinges,  ex- 
panded, and  I  passed  through.  For  the  first 
time,  I  perceived,  at  the  extremity  of  the 
road,  an  extremely  white  and  vivid  flame : 
and  hastening  onward,  I  entered  a  lofty- 
vaulted  apartment,  at  least  one  hundred 
feet  in  height,  and  as  many  broad.  On 
either  side  were  trees  like  palms,  but  their 
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trunks  were  ruby-coloured,  as  with  con- 
suming fire,  and  their  sweeping  feathery 
arms  were  Uke  tongues  of  flame.     Be- 
tween them,  as  if  in  quiet  solemn  con- 
trast to  those  restless  fires,  reposing  on 
blocks  of  basalt,  appeared  a  range  of  iron- 
coloured  lions.    A  prodigious  smoke  arose 
on    each  side,    but  leaving    the  middle 
passage  free  ;  no  doubt  it  was  carried  off 
by  secret  pipes  ;  so  I  concluded,  from  the 
numerous  tubes  on  the  sides  :  but  the  re- 
flection of  the  flame*  reddened  the  room, 
like  a  burning  furnace.     On  the   floor  of 
the  space  enclosed  by  these  fiery  symbols, 
was  a  red-hot  iron  grating,  having  spaces 
at  intervals  wide  enough  to  set  the  foot ; 
and  ever  and  anon  there  was  a  swelling 
of  sheets  of  flame  from   below,   like  the 
billows  of  the  sea.     I  hesitated  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  was  on  the  point  of  turning 
round,  but  a  loud  voice  cried  behind  me, 
^'  Beware !  proceed." — I  perceived  that  I 
could  not  go  forward,  without  crossing  it. 
I  therefore  summoned  up  ray  courage,  and 
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strode  across  the  flames,  from  interval  to 
interval,  often  scathed  by  the  long-dart- 
ing tongues  of  the  fire  from  beneath — 
but,  at  last,  I  stood  on  the  opposite  side. 
Having  passed  this  trial,  I  came  to  a  canal 
at  least  fifty  feet  in  width,  extending  on 
both  sides  of  a  similar  subterraneous 
chamber,  and  dashing  and  foaming 
against  similar  iron  bars.  I  stood  thus 
enclosed  between  fire  and  water.  The 
roar  of  the  flames  was  mingled  with  the 
dash  of  the  waves,  and  perfectly  deafened 
my  ears.  I  was  dizzied,  but  I  paused  no 
longer.  By  the  tremulous  intermittent 
light  I  perceived  beyond  this  subterranean 
oanal,  a  marble  arcade,  supported  by 
giant  columns.  Within  it  there  appeared 
a  range  of  white  steps,  but  the  uppermost 
were  lost  in  obscurity.  Unhesitating,  I 
threw  myself  into  the  water — swam  ra- 
pidly across  it, — and  reached  the  foot  of 
the  marble  staircase.  Ascending  it,  I 
found  that  it  consisted  of  seven  steps, 
and  that  it  terminated  in  a  platform  of 
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about  six  feet  square.  The  place  was  the 
most  singular  you  can  conceive.  The 
floor  shook  under  my  feet,  appearing 
moveable  ;  and  there  were  side  fences  to 
it  of  brass,  w^hich  served  as  frames  to  the 
axles  of  two  large  wheels,  the  lower  half 
of  which  was  hidden  by  the  machinery 
belo\v,  and  the  upper  loaded  with  heavy 
chains.  A  single-leafed  brazen  door  was 
before  me,  in  the  lintel  of  which  I  per- 
ceived two  large  rings  of  steel. 

''  Uncertain  how  to  proceed,  I  grasped 
one  of  these  rings  with  a  view  to  opening 
the  door  ;  the  instant  result  was  tre- 
mendous. It  was  the  last  and  most  ter- 
rific of  the  trials.  There  was  a  crash  of 
levers,  a  clang  of  hollow  cylinders,  a 
whirring  of  wheels,  a  spouting  of  water  ; 
and  roaring  of  fire  :  in  short,  such  a 
mino^led  dissonance  as  mio'ht  have  sujr^ 
gested  the  final  dissolution  of  the  ele- 
ments. In  the  midst  of  that  tremendous 
uproar,  I  heard  the  same  voice  calling 
out  "  Loose  not  thy  hold."  In  the  mean 
D  5 
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time,  the  wheels  went  round  with  a  dread- 
ful thundering  noise,  the  floor  rose  up  by 
the  door,  and  I  had  no  alternative  but 
to  hang  over  a  deep  abyss  below,  which 
seemed  immeasurable.  The  lintel  of  the 
door  rose,  and  I  found  myself  sinking 
rapidly  with  it.  Every  moment  accelerated 
that  rapidity,  till  my  senses  nearly  quit- 
ted me,  thus  hanging  between  earth  and 
heaven,  and  in  the  midst  of  unknown 
gulphs.  But  I  still  fortunately  retained 
my  hold.  When  I  recovered,  I  found 
myself  on  an  even  square  terrace,  before 
a  similar  door  as  that  which  terminated 
the  arcade.  Three  knocks  were  given 
at  it — another  barbarous  pass-word  was 
pronounced,  and  I  entered  an  immense 
cave  superbly  but  wildly  decorated,  and 
intensely  illuminated  with  a  vast  quan- 
tity of  lamps. 

*^  These  were  the  chief  preparatory  trials 
which  were  imposed  upon  me.  Among 
the  novices  with  whom  I  afterwards  be- 
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came  acquainted  ;  there  were  others  who 
gave  me  dissimilar  accounts.  I  believe 
that  I  was  favored,  or  not  sufficiently 
trusted.  I  was  told  that  no  physical,  no 
chemical,  no  mechanical  efficacy  was  left 
untried  to  enscender  terror  and  to  excite 
astonishment.  That  in  order  to  shake 
and  prove  to  the  utmost  the  constancy  of 
the  elect,  not  only  the  fiercest  bodily 
penances  were  enjoined,  but  the  most 
teiTific  visions  that  human  nature  could 
sustain  without  phrenzy,  conjured  up. 
I  was  told  that  some  of  them  had  been 
oblio^ed  to  ascend  a  ladder  that  seemed 
in  those  abysses  to  hang  between  earth 
and  the  centre.  That  the  same  inexor- 
able voice  was  heard  behind  them,  and 
from  the  utmost  height  they  w^ere  com- 
pelled to  throw  themselves  headlong  into 
the  abyss.  Others  were  conducted  to  the 
bottom  of  a  dreary  pit :  and  there  for 
forty  days  successively  shut  up,  bound  and 
gagged.  From  that  living  hell,  with  bo- 
dies emaciated   by  famine,    and   mind^ 
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frenzied  by  abstinence  and  fear,  they 
were  afterwards  lifted  up  by  machines 
which  reverberated  through  the  unseen 
gulphs  with  the  echoing  vibration  of 
thunder.  Escaped  the  peril  and  arrived 
at  the  top,  they  were  not  released,  but 
compelled  to  re-descend  and  to  remount, 
in  the  midst  of  the  same  agony,  without 
daring  to  utter  the  least  sign  or  cry  that 
could  remotely  indicate  alarm.  There 
were  some  of  feebler  nerve,  or  less  mus- 
cular capacity  for  suffering,  so  exhausted 
by  these  redoubled  horrors,  that  drugged 
restoratives  were  necessary :  but  not 
with  a  view  to  mercy ;  not  to  compose 
the  mental  agony  ;  but  to  augment  by  a 
drunken  effervescense  of  the  spirits,  the 
power  to  sustain  new  trials.  A  mimic 
part  in  a  fearful  drama  was  then  assign- 
ed the  person  who  gave  me  this  account. 
He  was  to  revenge  the  death  of  the  grand 
master  of  the  Templars  upon  the  king 
.who  destroyed  him.  Entering  a  cavern 
for  that  purpose,  and  receiving  a  swords 
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he  was  to  behead  that  monarch  against 
whom  they  had  sworn  vengeance.  He 
was  then  to  re-issue  with  the  grizzly 
head  in  his  hand,  and  to  exclaim  in  their 
barbarous  jargon,  '^  I  have  killed  him! 
I  have  killed  him !"  Upon  which  his 
trial  was  to  finish ;  he  was  to  be  admitted 
to  the  number  of  the  elect  ;  the  veil  was 
to  be  removed  ;  and  he  was  to  be  told 
that  the  reign  of  monarchs  and  priests  was 
for  ever  fmished. 

"^  After  the  novice  I  allude  to,  gave  me 
this  account  I  saw  no  more  of  him  alive  ; 
what  he  did  I  know  not.  Whether  the 
frightful  ceremony  turned  his  brain,  or 
whether  he  made  disclosures  in  his  as^onv, 
I  am  not  prepared  to  say  ;  but  he  became 
one  of  the  victims  of  that  secret  associ- 
ation. For,  at  the  time  when  I  was  con- 
sidered refractory  and  contumacious,  one 
of  the  means  employed  to  bend  my  stub- 
born resolution,  when  it  was  found  inca- 
pable of  melting,  was  to  shew  me  the 
punishment  of  those  who   had  offended 
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them  ;  and  in  a  reeking  noisome  cave  of 
their  subterraneous  dwelling,  my  in- 
spector directed  my  view  to  the  body  of 
that  unfortunate  novice,  among  a  pile  of 
others  wasting  away.  At  the  same  time 
he  pointed  out  to  me  some  low  horrible 
looking  vaults,  in  which  their  victims, 
not  immediately  consigned  to  death,  were 
tortured  by  a  more  lingering  punishment : 
and  in  order  to  teach  these  unhappy  men 
that  the  association  to  which  they  had 
bound  themselves  was  to  be  a  substitute 
for  every  other  human  tie,  he  made  no 
scruple  of  confiding  to  me  the  condition 
upon  which  these  victims  were  sometimes 
suffered  to  escape.  The  wretch  was  con- 
ducted to  that  unholy  cavern,  and  there, 
amidst  the  instruments  of  torture  that 
surrounded  him,  he  was  shewn  his  bro- 
ther on  his  knees,  imploring  life  and 
mercy  of  liis  brother.  He,  then,  was 
told  to  consider  that  brother  as  doomed 
to  annihilation  by  the  order,  and  cut  off,  as 
a  rotten  branch  ;   and  then  the  fatal  con- 
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dition  was  imposed  that  his  arm  must  be 
the  instrument  of  that  just  vengeance  on 
his  own  blood.  If,  as  my  informant  told 
me,  this  educated  assassin,  shrinking  from 
the  cry  of  a  brother  imploring  mercy,  ex- 
hibited the  least  sig-ns  of  horror  or  disin- 
clination,  a  bandage  was  placed  upon  his 
eyes,  and  a  dagger  put  into  his  right 
hand — his  left  was  laid  upon  the  palpitating 
heart  of  the  victim,  and  a  stern  voice 
commanded  him  to  strike.  Those  who  did 
so  were  guilty  of  a  murder  ;  in  the  will, 
but  not  in  the  act. — But  enough  of  these 
horrors — the  victim  was  an  effigy,  or  a 
lamb  :  w  hat  matter  ?  The  thirst  of  blood 
was  excited,  the  annihilation  of  principle 
was  produced,  and  the  last  finishing  hand 
given  to  the  education  of  a  fanatic  assas- 
sin. Judge  from  this  instance,  gen- 
tlemen," continued  Sir  Arthur,  '^  the  effect 
of  this  anti-monarchial  imperium  in  im- 
perio." 

Sir  Arthur  ceased,  and  his  voice  left 
that  void  in  the  ear,  which  a  wonderful 
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narration,  accompanied  with  eloquence 
and  elevated  play  of  feature,  is  calculated 
to  produce. 

He  ceased ;  but  listening  still  they  seemed  to  hear. 

^*  There  is  a  magic  horror  about  your 
narration,"  said  the  colonel,  ''  which  thrills 
and  astonishes.  You  have  laid  open  a  pan- 
demonium of  devils  upon  earth  ;  nor  can 
I  doubt  that  the  truth  is  equal  to  the  sub- 
limity of  the  romance,  when  the  facts  are 
vouched  by  lips  like  yours.  But  you  have 
not  stated  w  hat  followed,  when  you  found 
yourself  in  that  chamber  of  many  lamps  ; 
which  I  suppose  is  to  typify  the  erii  of  new 
light." 

^'  You  remind  me  with  propriety,  my 
friend,"  Sir  Arthur  replied  ;  ''  but  in  truth 
I  am  as  weary  of  relating  as,  perhaps,  you 
are  of  listening  to  this  tissue  of  blasphemy, 
atheism,  and  guilt.  I  will,  however,  obey, 
as  far  as  my  recollection  assists  me.  I 
scarcely  noted  more  than  a  large  apart- 
ment lined  with  black  hangings,  having  a 
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president's  chair  at  one  end,  and  a  long 
table  in  the  middle,  also  covered  with 
black.  A  number  of  persons  Averc 
seated  there,  dressed  like  masqueraders, 
in  all  the  habiliments  of  all  the  nations  of 
the  earth.  A  vast  number  of  similar 
types,  such  as  I  have  before  named,  were 
scattered  in  every  direction  ;  but  the  most 
remarkable  in  my  view  was,  a  broken 
crown  and  a  sceptre.  I  also  perceived  the 
skeleton  of  a  man,  lying  in  a  coffin  on  the 
top  of  a  species  of  tribunal  distinguished 
by  five  steps.  On  each  side  of  it  stood  two 
men,  armed  cap-a-pee,  with  their  swords 
drawn  (not  in  such  arms  as  we  wear  now, 
but  Norman  arms, — ringed  coat  and  hau- 
berk). My  senses  were  really  so  fatigued 
and  so  confused  by  the  efforts  I  had  made 
to  reach  the  spot,  that  I  received  but  a 
very  confused  impression  of  all  these  ob- 
jects. But  I  was  roused  by  a  loud  start- 
ling voice  from  the  president  of  this  strange 
assembly,  who  asked  in  the  tone  of  a  for- 
mula— 
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^  Who  has  brought  this  sla,ve  ?' 

^'  And  one  of  the  satellites  answered — 

'  lie  has  knocked  at  the  door,  and 
comes  willingly  to  the  master's  work. 

'  What  does  he  require  ? 

^  Emancipation  from  the  yoke. 

'  Wherefore  apply  not  to  them  who  im- 
posed it  ? 

'  Because  it  is  their  advantage  to  retain 
it  still. 

'  Who  reduced  him  to  this  state  ? 

'  The  proscribed. 

'  Does  he  wish  to  be  free  ? 

*  He  does. 

'  Does  he  know  the  means  ? 

'  It  is  to  know  them  that  he  comes.' 

^'  A  loud  rolling  of  thunder  followed, 
and  I  heard  the  same  voice  uttering  this 
diabolical  declaration  : — 

^  Let  him  abjure  all  ties — the  most 
binding — the  most  sacred — of  citizen — of 
subject — of  family — of  father — of  mother 
—of  friends —of  children.  Offer  him  the 
oath.' 
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"  As  the  voice  ceased,  a  phrenzy  darted 
across  my  mind :  my  blood  boiled  in  my 
veins.  I  could  no  longer  suppress  my  in- 
dignation. I  leaped  forward  like  a  ma- 
niac, and  rushing  towards  the  tribunal, 
shook  both  hands  in  the  faces  of  the 
wretches  who  thus  blasphemed  Heaven, 
and  corrupted  human  nature.  Immedi- 
ately a  thousand  swords  glittered  round 
me  :  I  felt  myself  violently  and  ferociously 
grasped.  My  senses  swam  :  and  all  that 
folk)wed  appears  a  dream,  till  I  found  my- 
self again  in  my  solitary  dungeon.  There 
for  eight  months  I  pined  without  hope  of 
escape,  and  calling  upon  death  to  relieve 
me.  Death  was  better  than  the  offers  or 
the  presence  of  those  wretches.  Again 
they  tempted  me  vv  ith  all  that  wealth,  and 
power,  and  luxury  could  bestow  ;  for  they, 
in  the  audacity  of  their  wickedness,  pro- 
fessed to  have  every  thing  at  command  : 
but  I  spurned  them  and  their  offers,  and 
remained   unmoved  ;   resolving  to  make 
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that  cell  my  tomb,  rather  than  to  stain  my 
hands  by  a  contact  with  theirs.  And 
there  I  might  have  remained  ;  for  it  is  a 
madness  to  imagine  that  they  would  have 
loosed  me  from  my  bonds — and  there  J 
might  have  pined,  and  suffered  solitary 
tortures  till  this  time.  But  there  was  one 
at  hand,  an  angel,  at  whose  touch  my 
bonds  fell  oif — a  radiant  form  moving,  like 
that  of  Spencer's  Una,  uncontaminated  by 
the  darkness  that  surrounded  it — one  that 
made  the  strongest  and  fiercest  crouch 
before  her,  as  lions  are  supposed  to  lick  the 
liands  of  a  virgin.  But,  good  God  !  why 
does  my  passion  for  ever  recall  that  beau- 
tiful image  which  is  not  for  my  sphere — 
that  load-star  which  attracts  me,  but 
with  which  the  star  of  my  life  must 
never  be  conjunct  ?  The  recollection  for 
a  moment  is  almost  too  strong  for 
friendship  :  and  jealousy — but  I  am  a 
slave  to  talk  thus." 

^^  Who  is  it  vou  allude  to.  Sir  Arthur, 
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^vith  that  deep-seated  reiteration?"  ex- 
claimed Morrice,  breaking  in  upon  his 
exclamation  ;  *^  Who  is  this  bright  appa- 
rition that  set  you  free  from  those  realms 
of  darkness  ?  Your  glance  was  upon  me 
— your  allusion  was  to  me.  I  tremble  to 
ask,  but  I  must — nay,  I  will  know,  Sir 
Arthur.     I  can  no  lons^er  bear  the  terri- 

ble    suspense    which    that   slanderer 

Who  was  that  stranger  ?  who  was  that 
liberating  angel,  so  strangely  found  in 
the  cell  of  abomination?  My  peace 
is  in  the  question  :  it  is  no  less  than 
whether  I  have  been  hitherto  allied 
with  holy  or  fallen  spirits.  I  adjure  you 
by  all  the  bonds  of  friendship  to  ex- 
plain." 

''  Matilda  Cottrell,"  said  Sir  Arthur 
Beaumont,  distractedly  covering  his  face 
with  his  hands — '*  Matilda  Cottrell.  Is 
there  another  that  could  usurp  or  wear 
the  praises  I  have  bestowed  on  her  ? — 
another  whose  love  is  heaven,  as  her  re- 
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jection  is — I  know  not  what  I  say — mi- 
sery beyond  hope  !" 

Sir  Arthur  dashed  himself  upon  a 
chair  ;  and  Morrice,  rushing  wildly  out  of 
the  hall,  locked  himself  in  his  own  cham- 
ber for  the  evening. 
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CHAPTER    III. 

Non  !  tu  n'as  pas  pour  moi  les  memes  charmei 
Muet  temoin  de  nos  tendres  soupirs  : 
En  retracant  rios  fugitifs  plaisirs, 
Cruel  portrait !  tu  fais  couler  mes  larmes. 
Pardonne  moi  mon  injuste  langage, 
Pardonne  aux  cris  de  ma  vive  douleur, 
Charmant  portrait  tu  n'es  pas  le  bonheur, 
Mais  bien  souvent  tu  m'en  offre  I'image. 

Canzonette  by  Sola. 

The  chamber  which  Morrice  occupied 
for  the  night,  was  well  adapted  to  feed 
the  strange  ideas  engendered,  by  the  evi- 
dence of  the  soldier,  the  speculations  of 
Carteret,  and  the  narrative  of  Beaumont. 
It  was  seated  in  one  of  the  four  turrets 
that  crowned  the  extreme  parapet  of  the 
keep,  and  opened  into  it  from  tlie  cardi- 
nal points.  The  consistency  of  the  ma- 
terials proved  that  it  was  built  with  the 
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main  fabric.  And  whether  it  was  a  rem- 
nant of  that  part  erected  by  Alnwick,  the 
Saxon  J  or  composed  a  portion  of  the  ad- 
ditions made  by  the  great  Hildebert  de 
Lacy,  it  is  now  useless  to  enquire ;  but 
as  above  suggested,  every  thing  pertain- 
ing to  its  frame-work  and  ornaments,  de- 
monstrated the  great  antiquity  of  its 
origin.  The  walls  were  square,  and 
where  the  tapestry,  with  which  three  sides 
of  the  chamber  were  covered,  had  rotted 
with  mildew,  or  yielded  to  the  attacks  of 
time,  exhibited  the  huge  and  naked 
blocks  of  grey  stone  which  entered  4nto 
their  original  construction.  The  room 
was  a  rectangle,  having  all  its  sides  equal. 
One  face  Avas  partly  occupied  by  a  door 
of  solid  oak,  studded  with  iron  knobs, 
through  which,  by  means  of  a  low  vaulted 
passage,  was  the  access  into  the  body 
of  the  keep.  The  opposite  face  was  that 
in  which  the  corresponding  fire-place 
was ;  and  the  wall  on  that  side,  unlike 
the   rest,    was    coated  with  a  beautifid 
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polished  wainscoat  of  black  ebony,  carved 
with  a  profusion  of  flowers  and  fruits, 
and  arabesque  ornaments,  up  to  the  ceil- 
ing ;  where  a  projecting  heavy  cornice  ex- 
hibited in  frequent  combination  and  bold 
relief,  the  chequers  of  the  Lacy  arms. 
But  full  one-th^d  of  this  wainscotted  wall 
was  usurped  by  the  wide  gap  of  the 
liearth,  and  the  heavily  pilastered  front  of 
the  mantle-piece,  which  might  have  served 
for  a  portico.  Within  this  recess,  which 
extended  to  a  great  depth  into  the  solid 
masonry  of  the  fabric,  were  seats  ranged 
on  either  side,  and  in  the  centre,  on  the 
stone  flooring,  two  immense  iron  dogs 
piled  with  glowing  embers,  which,  as 
Morrice  entered,  sent  a  fierce  and  roaring 
blaze  up  the  chimney  :  harmonizing  with 
a  gusty  wind  that  shook  the  casements 
from  without.  The  wall  on  the  right  was 
pierced  with  a  gap  corresponding  m 
width  and  depth  with  the  flre-place,  and 
terminating  in  a  heavy  framed  window 
of  painted  glass,  recording  the  exploits, 
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arid   conspicuous  with   the   blazonry   of 
the  Lacies.     Through  this  a   bright  full 
moon,  riding  swiftly  over  the  edge  of  a 
long  drifted  strata  of  scudding  clouds,  shed 
a  mellowed  and  many-tinted  light  on  the 
objects  in  the  recess.     They  consisted  of 
a    carpetted   bench   running  round    the 
three  sides,  and  small  ebony  book-cases 
well  supplied  with  nobly  bound  volumes, 
rising  to  the  right  and  left,    from  the 
height  of  the  window  sill  to  the  ceiling.  In 
the  centre,  at  equal  distance  from  the  three 
sides,  stood  a  light  carved  table  of  ebony, 
covered  with  rich  Turkey  carpeting.  There 
Vyas  upon  it  a  tall  blue  china  vase,  filled 
with  a  profusion  of  flowers,  and  carelessly 
deposited    amidst    a    quantity  of   loose 
papers  and  detached  books  lay  the  guitar 
of  the   colonel,   which  he   played    with 
skill,  and  occasionally  accompanied  with 
his  voice.     The    room    was    called  by 
the  name  of  the  Ladies  chamber;  and 
when   the  late    governor    occupied    the 
castle,  had  been  consigned  to  his  daugh- 
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ter's  use.  Every  thing  remained  in  the 
same  state  as  she  left  it,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  her  music,  which  had  been  taken 
away,  and  was  now  replaced  by  a  light 
canopied  military  pallet,  which  the 
colonel  preferred  to  a  more  luxurious 
bed.  Not  an  object  was  there  but  what 
reminded  him  of  lost  happiness — of  the 
beino'  from  whose  enchantments  a  stern 
destiny  commanded  him  to  unlink  him- 
self—  of  those  melodious  accents  over 
which  he  had  so  often  hung  in  speech- 
less rapture,  now  dumb  to  him  for 
ever.  His  thoughts  were  so  painful, 
that  he  turned  away  from  the  objects  that 
awakened  them  ;  but  in  turning,  his  eye 
rested  and  fastened  on  the  picture  of  the 
Prior  of  Beverley,  which  had  hung  there 
during  the  life  of  Matilda  Cottrell's  mo- 
ther, who  was  descended  lineally  from 
the  <^reat  Hildebert  de  Lacv. 

Morrice    immediately    recollected  the 
comparison  of  the  soldier,  and  associating 
it  in  his  mind  with  William  of  Lindholme, 
E  2 
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gazed  on  it  with  a  curiosity  it  had  never 
before  excited.     It  was  painted  in  the  old 
style,  very  liny,  stiff,  and  deficient  both  in 
relief,  and  perspective ;  bearing  date  about 
the  beginning  of  Edward  the  Sixth.  Itcon- 
sisted  of  three  figures  ;  of  which,  the  prior 
was  the  centre  :  this  fio:ur8  had  the  2:ar- 
ments  of  his  order  thrown  aside,  and  dis- 
playing a  steel  cuirass  beneath.    His  cowl 
was    carelessly    thrown   back    from    his 
helmet,  and  his  visor  being  up,  discovered 
features  in  the  decline  of  years,  but  hale, 
and  full  of  symmetry.     The  countenance 
was  stern  and  stoical,  bearing  the  index  of 
strength,  but  not  of  violence  ;   the   great 
capacity   of  the  forehead,   and  rounded 
convexity  of  the  wall-like  frontal  bone 
towards  the  temples,  its  marked  depres- 
sion over  the  fixed  and  stern  eye,  and 
it's  bold  ridges  accompanying  the  whole 
range  of  the  right  lined   eye-brow,  de- 
monstrated the  presence  of  superior  in- 
tellect, and  gave  a  Jupiter  like  expression 
to  the  whole ;  an   expression  heightened 
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by  a  beard  long,  grey,  and  clustered 
throughout  with  graceful  and  spiral 
locks. 

He  was  gazing  on  a  young  and  beautiful 
nun,  who  was  dying  at  his  feet  with  a 
wound  she  seemed  to  have  given  herself, 
as  the  bloody  dagger  lay  beside  her.  On 
the  other  side  of  the  prior  was  an  old 
woman,  generally  reported  to  be  Dame 
Shipton,  who  was  pointing  to  the  dying 
nun,  and  appeared  in  the  act  of  recording 
her  story.  The  striking  resemblance  of 
her  features  to  Martha  Allen  immediately 
occurred  to  Morrice  :  the  same  jaundiced 
parchment-looking  skin,  paralytic  con- 
traction of  the  mouth,  and  Nubian  nostrils 
and  lips.  All  that  was  wanted  to  com- 
plete the  similarity  was  her  swollen 
and  speckled  eye.  There  was  no  cer- 
tain account  of  the  event  to  which  this 
picture  alluded.  It  was  reported  that 
the  nun  was  one  of  the  Lacy  family, 
who  had  killed  herself   for  love,  while 


7ft 


PONTEPRACT    CASTLB. 


confessing  to  the  prior  ;  but  the  expla- 
nation was  very  doubtful.  However  it 
might  be,  the  prior  seemed  no  way  moved  ; 
and  his  reply  was  indicated  by  his  gesture  : 
he  was  pointing  to  the  arms  of  theLacies, 
under  w  hich  there  was  a  Greek  sentence, 
in  a  scroll  from  Homer,  appositely  sig- 
nifying in  allusion  to  the  checquers, 
that  two  vessels  one  of  good  and  one 
of  evil  stood  by  the  throne  of  God.  * 


*  There  cannot  be  a  doubt  that  the  checquers 
came  from  Egypt  along  with  the  whole  symbolic  sci- 
ence of  Heraldry.  They  are  frequently  seen  on  the 
throne  of  the  chief  god,  evidently  implyir^  the 
vicissitudes  of  light  and  darkness,  and  good  and 
evil.  Vases  are  sometimes  placed  by  these 
thrones:  thence  Homers  notion.  The  idea,  per- 
haps, came  from  the  votaries  of  Horomazes  and 
Arimanius,  who  typified  good  and  evil  in  this  man- 
ner. The  antient  eastern  game  of  Chess,  with  its 
black  and  white  squares  may  be  traced  to  this  source. 
Sir  William  Jones  has  seized  this  idea  witii  his  usual 
entliusiastic  fehcity. — P.  P« 
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The  examination  of  this  picture  recalled 
in  all  its  force  the  sneer  of  Ignatius  Car- 
teret, and  a  feverish  impulse  of  undefined 
jealousy  which  he  had  never  before  ad- 
mitted tormented  Morrice.    The  thought 
was  so  painful  that  he  forced  his  eyes  from 
the  object  which  had  awakened  the  asso- 
ciation ;  but  every  thing  he  cast  them 
upon  seemed  destined  on  that  night  to 
wake  the    bitter    memory  of    what    he 
had  lost.     On  either  side  of  the  prior  of 
Beverly  hung  two  pictures  equally  replete 
with  tender  recollections.  One  w  as  a  copy 
from  the  Joan  of  Arc,  at   Rheims;  the 
other  an  historical  of  the  recent  assassina- 
tion of  Wallenstein.     He  recollected  that 
the  first  had  been   compared  to  Matilda 
Cottrel ;  but  although  there  was  certainly 
a  resemblance  in  the  features,  and  more 
particularly  in  the  long  black  glossy  hair, 
Morrice  with  the  usual  acumen  of  a  lover's 
eye,  was  able  to  detect  very  considerable 
distinctions.    These  distinctions  might  be 
summed  up  in  a  few  words  :  the  face  of 
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the  Pucelle  has  something  of  the  Magdaien^ 
in  it :  a  haughtier  character  was  the  chief 
feature  of  Matilda's.  The  face  of  the 
Fucelle  is  languidly  inclined,  and  full  of 
Toluptuousness.  That  of  Matilda  wa& 
perfectly  passionless.  The  eye  of  the 
Pucelle,  though  large  and  black  like  Ma- 
tilda's, totally  differed  in  every  other 
feature.  The  first  was  full  of  a  dreamy 
languor  ;  the  last,  piercing  and  intellec- 
tual :  in  short,  the  features  of  Matilda 
w^ere  those  of  the  Greek  Pallas,  without 
their  sternness. 

The  picture  of  Wallenstein^s  fate 
on  the  opposite  side  possessed  a  similar 
attractive  interest.  That  romantic  hero 
was  one  of  Matilda  Cottrel's  favorites  ;  and 
Morrice  remembered  well  that  she  had 
once,  when  playfully  pretending  to  tell  his 
fortune,  predicted  that  it  was  his  destiny 
to  perish  in  a  similar  manner.  Thus  led  on 
from  thought  to  thought  by  this  infatuating 
subject,  he  started  at  his  own  weakness  in 
allowing  an  idea  which  he  had  often  vowed 
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to  eradicate,  to  usurp  so  large  a  portion 
of  his  thoughts.  Vexed  with  himself,  he 
made  a  desperate  effort  to  suppress  the 
leading  recollection,  and  taking  a  light  to 
the  table  attempted  to  read. 

But  the  papers  he  took  up,  one  after  the 
other,  were  little  calculated  to  pour  balm 
on  his  wounded  fancy.  There  were  great 
store  of  *^  Diurnals"  and  seditious  '^  Mer- 
curies ;"  but  he  knew  their  wire-drawn  so- 
phistries and  rebellious  cant  too  well,  to 
venture  upon  them.  The  pasquinades  of 
the  royalists,  Birkinhead  and  Cleaveland 
and  Butler,  however  witty,  as  well  as  their 
occasional  serious  vituperation,  however 
deep  cutting,  did  not  at  present  harmonize 
with  the  key  of  the  colonel's  mind.  The 
titles  of  the  puritan  works,  jarred  still  more: 
and  ''  Sion's  approaching  glory  by  James 
Freeze, Merchant :"  '^  A  shot  aimed  at  the 
head-quartes  of  the  devil;"  and  *' A  shove 
in  the  breach,  &c."  were  severally  thrown 
down  with  an  infinite  disgust  and  loath- 
e5 
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ing,  seldom  perhaps  encountered  by  the 
writers,  and  as  seldom  anticipated.  At 
length,  he  lighted  upon  a  pamphlet  vrhich 
promised  to  contain  ^'  metal  more  attrac- 
tive," or  at  least  more  in  unison  vrith  his 
ideas:  and  laying  his  black  plumed  hat 
upon  the  table,  for  the  sake  of  ease,  he  be- 
gan at  first  carelessly  to  turn  over  the 
leaves,  as  men  do,  who  are  uncertain  cf  the 
character  of  the  dumb  literary  friend,  to 
whose  company  they  are  going  to  commit 
themselves.  But  as  the  colonel's  eye  caught 
the  meaning  of  the  matter  he  perused,  he 
became  gradually  more  interested.  His 
elbow  sunk  upon  the  table  :  his  head  re- 
clined upon  his  hand :  and  in  a  short  time 
he  was  completely  absorbed  in  the  story 
he  perused.  It  purported  to  be  *'  A  new 
light  on  the  dm^k  fate  of  George  Yilliers, 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  containing  an 
authentic  history  of  an  apparition  which 
warned  him  of  his  death.'' 
Proceeding  from  a  preface  couched  in 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  »3 

the  quaint  language  of  the  times  to  the 
body  of  the  work,  the  colonel  read  as  fol- 
lows : — 

'^  There  was  an  officer  in  the  King's 
wardrobe  in  Windsor  Castle,  of  a  good 
reputation  for  honesty  and  discretion,  and 
then  about  the  age  of  fifty  years  or  mci  e  : 
this  man  had,  in  his  youth,  been  bred  in 
a  school,  in  the  parish  where  Sir  George 
Villiers,  the  father  of  the  duke,  lived  ; 
and  had  been  much  cherished  and  ob- 
liged, in  that  season  of  his  age,  by  tha 
said  Sir  George,  whom  afterwards  he  ne- 
ver saw.  About  six  months  before  tK$ 
miserable  end  of  the  Duke  of  Bucki^^^g- 
ham,  about  midnight,  this  man,  bein;;  iu 
his  bed,  at  Windsor,  where  his  office  Vttti:*, 
and  in  very  good  health,  there  appeared 
to  him,  on  the  side  of  his  bed,  a  man  of  a. 
very  venerable  aspect,  who  drew  the  cur- 
tains of  his  bed,  and,  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
him,  asked  him  if  he  knew  him.  The 
poor  man,  half  dead  with  fear  and  appre- 
liension,  being  asked  the  second  time, 
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\vhether  he  remembered  him  ?  and  hav- 
ing in  that  time  called  to  his  memory  the- 
presence  of  Sir  George  Villiers,  and  the 
very  clothes  he  used  to  wear,  in  which  at 
that  time  he  seemed  to  be  habited,  he  an- 
swered him,  that  he  thought  him  to  be  that 
person.  He  replied,  ^^  he  was  in  the  right ; 
that  he  was  the  same,  and  that  he  expected 
a  service  from  him  ;  which  was,  that  he 
should  go' from  him  to  his  son,  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham,  and  tell  him,  if  he  did  not 
somewhat  to  ing^ratiate  himself  to  the 
people,  or,  at  least,  to  abate  the  extreme 
malice  they  had  against  him,  he  would 
be  sutfered  to  live  but  a  short  time.'*  Af- 
ter this  discourse  he  disappeared ;  and 
the  poor  man ,  if  he  had  been  at  all  wak- 
ing, slept  very  well  till  morning,  when  he 
believed  all  this  to  be  a  dream,  and  consi- 
dered it  no  otherwise. 

"  The  next  night,  or  shortly  after,  the 
same  person  appeared  to  him  again,  in 
the  same  place,  and  about  the  «ame 
time  of  the  night,  with  an  aspect  a  little 
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more  severe  than  before,  and  asked  him, 
whether  lie  had  done  as  he  had  required 
him  ?  and  perceiving  he  had  not,  gave 
him  very  severe  reprehensions  ;  and  told 
him,  '^   he    expected   more    compliance 
from  him  ;  and  that  if  he  did   not  per- 
form his  commands,  he  should  enjoy  no 
peace  of  mind,  but  should  be  alv^  ays  pur- 
sued by  him  /'  upon  which  he  promised 
him  to  obey  him.     But  the  next  morning, 
waking  out  of  a  good  sleep,  though  he 
was  exceedingly  perplexed  with  the  lively 
representation  of  all  particulars  to  his  me- 
mory, he  was   willing  still  to  persuade 
himself  that  he  had  only  dreamed  :  and 
considered  that  he  was  a  person  at  such  a 
distance  from  the  duke,  that  he  knew  not 
how  to  find  any  admission  to  his  pre- 
sence ;  much  less  had  any  hope  to  be  be- 
lieved in  what  he  should  say.     So,  with 
great  trouble  and  unquietness,   he  spent 
some  time  in  thinking  what  he  should  do  ; 
and  in  the  end  resolved  to  do  nothinsr  in 
the  matter. 
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*'  The  same  person  appeared  to  him  the 
third  time,  with  a  terrible  countenance, 
and  bitterly  reproaching  him  for  not  per- 
forming what  he  had  promised  to  do. 
The  poor  man  had  by  this  time  reco- 
vered the  courage  to  tell  him,  "  That  in 
truth  he  had  deferred  the  execution  of  his 
commands,  upon  considering  how  diffi- 
cult a  thing  it  would  be  for  him  to  get  any 
access  to  the  Duke,  having  acquaintance 
with  no  person  about  him  :  and  if  he 
could  obtain  admission  to  him,  he  should 
never  be  able  to  persuade  him  that  he  was 
sent  in  such  a  manner  ;  but  he  should,  at 
best,  be  thought  to  be  mad,  or  to  be  set 
on  and  employed,  by  his  own  or  the  ma- 
lice of  other  men,  to  abuse  the  Duke  ;  and 
so  he  should  be  sure  to  be  undone." 

"  The  person  replied,  as  he  had  done  be- 
fore, '^  That  he  should  never  find  rest  till 
he  should  perform  what  be  required  ;  and 
therefore  he  were  better  to  dispatch  it : — 
that  the  access  to  his  son  was  known  to 
be  very  easy :  and  that  few  men  waited 


PONTEFRACT   CASTLE.  8T 

long  for  him ;  and  for  the  gainhig  him 
credit,  he  would  tell  him  two  or  three 
particulars  ;  which  he  charged  him  never 
to  mention  to  any  person  living,  but  to 
the  Duke  himself;  and  he  should  no 
sooner  hear  them,  but  he  would  believe 
ail  the  rest  he  should  say  :"  and  so,  re- 
peating his  threats,  he  left  him. 

"In  the  morning,  the  poor  man,  more 
confirmed  by  the  last  appearance,  made 
his  journey  to  London,  where  the  court 
then  was.  He  was  very  well  known  to 
Sir  Ralph  Freeman,  one  of  the  Masters 
of  Requests,  who  had  married  a  lady  that 
was  nearly  allied  to  the  Duke,  and  was 
himself  well  received  by  him.  To  him 
this  man  went ;  and  though  he  did  not 
acquaint  him  with  all  particulars,  he  said 
enough  to  him  to  let  him  see  there  was 
somewhat  extraordinary  in  it ;  and  the 
knowledge  he  had  of  the  sobriety  and  dis- 
cretion of  the  man,  made  the  more  impres  : 
sion  on  him.  He  desired  that  '  by  hismeans 
he  might  be  brought  to  the  Duke,  to  such  a 
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place,  and  in  such  a  manner,  as  should  be 
thought  fit :'  affirming,  ''  That  he  had 
much  to  say  to  him,  and  of  such  a  nature, 
as  would  require  much  privacy,  and  some 
time  and  patience  in  the  hearing." 

"  Sir  Ralph  promised.  '  He  would  speak 
first  with  the  Duke  of  him,  and  then  he 
should  understand  his  pleasure :'  and  ac- 
cordingly, in  the  first  opportunity,  he  did 
inform  him  of  the  reputation  and  honesty 
of  the  man,  and  then  what  he  desired^ 
and  of  all  he  knew  of  the  matter. 

The  Duke,  according  to  his  usual  open- 
ness and  condescension,  told  him,  ''  That 
he  was  the  next  day  early  to  hunt  with  the 
king ;  that  his  horses  should  attend  him 
at  Lambeth  bridge,  where  he  would  land 
by  five  of  the  clock  in  the  morning ;  and 
if  the  man  attended  him  there  at  that 
hour,  he  would  walk  and  speak  with 
him,  as  long  as  should  be  necessary." 

"  Sir  Ralph  carried  the  man  with  him 
the  next  morning,  and  presented  him  to 
the  Duke  at  his  landing,  who  received 
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him  courteously ;  and  walked  aside  in 
conference  near  an  hour,  none  but  his 
own  servants  being  at  that  hour  in  that 
place ;  and  they  and  Sir  Ralph  at  such  a 
distance,  that  they  could  not  hear  a 
word,  though  the  Duke  sometimes  spoke, 
and  with  great  commotion  ;  wliich  Sir 
Ralph  the  more  easily  observed,  and  per- 
ceived because  he  kept  his  eyes  always 
fixed  upon  the  Duke ;  having  procured 
the  conference,  upon  somewhat  he  knew 
there  was  of  extraordinary.  And  the 
man  told  him  in  his  return  over  the  wa- 
ter, *'  That  when  he  mentioned  those 
particulars  which  were  to  gain  him  credit, 
the  substance  whereof  he  said  he  durst 
not  impart  to  him,  the  Duke's  colour 
changed,  and  he  swore  he  could  come  to 
that  knowledge  only  by  the  Devil;  for 
that  those  particulars  were  known  only  to 
himself,  and  to  one  person  more,  who,  he 
was  sure,  would  never  speak  of  it.'* 

*'  The  Duke  pursued  his  purpose  of 
hunting,  but  was  observed  to  ride  all  the 
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morning  with  great  pensiveness,  and  in 
deep  thoughts,  without  any  dehght  in 
the  exercise  he  was  upon  :  and  before  the 
morning  was  spent,  left  the  field,  and 
ahghted  at  his  mother's  lodgings  in 
Whitehall ;  with  whom  he  w^as  shut  up 
for  the  space  of  two  or  three  hours  ;  the 
noise  of  their  discourse  frequently  reach- 
ing the  ears  of  those  who  attended  in  the 
next  rooms  ;  and  when  the  Duke  left  her, 
his  countenance  appeared  full  of  trouble, 
with  a  mixture  of  anger  ;  a  countenance 
that  was  never  before  observed  in  him, 
in  any  conversation  wdth  her,  towards 
ivhom  he  had  a  profound  reverence.  And 
the  Countess  herself  (for  though  she  was 
married  to  a  private  gentleman.  Sir 
Thomas  Compton,  she  had  been  created 
Countess  of  Buckingham,  shortly  after 
her  son  had  first  assumed  that  title)  was, 
at  the  Duke's  leaving  her,  found  over- 
whelmed in  tears,  and  in  the  highest 
agony  imaginable.  Whatever  there  was 
of  all  this,  it  is  a  notorious  truth,  that 
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when  the  news  of  the  Duke's  murder 
(which  happened  within  a  few  months 
after)  was  brought  to  his  mother,  she 
seemed  not  in  the  least  degree  surprised  ; 
but  received  it  as  if  she  had  foreseen  it ; 
nor  did  afterwards  express  such  a  degree 
of  sorrow,  as  was  expected  from  such  a 
mother,  for  the  loss  of  such  a  son.* 


*  Clarendon  has  inserted  this  same  story  in  liis 
History  of  the  Rebellion,  and  clearly  intimates,  by 
the  gravity  of  his  manner,  that  he  believes  it.    P.  P. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

The  rowme  was  large  and  wyde 
As  it  some  gyeld  or  solemne  temple  weare. 
Manj  great  golden  pillars  did  upbeare 
The  massey  roofe,  and  riches  huge  sustayne ; 
And  every  pillar  decked  was  full  deare 
With  crowns  and  diadems  and  titles  vaine 
Which  mortal  princes  wore  whiles  they  on  earth  did 

rayne. 
A  route  of  people  there  assembled  were 
Of  every  sort  and  nation  under  sky. 

Faerie  Queene. 

The  aritlior  after  thisf  phin  narrative, 
procecJid  f-om  statcmci)^  to  conjecture  ; 
and  fiofri  co.ijcctnre,  after  the  manner  of 
the  times,  to  reasonings  on  the  material 
and  immaterial  worlds,  and  the  nature  of 
demons.  At  last  he  became  so  per- 
plexed and  bewildered  in  the  maze  of  his 
own  subtleties,  that  Morrice,  tired  of 
plunging  after  him  from  explanation  to 
explanation,  and  finding  in  "  every  depth 
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a  lower  depth,"  was  going  to  lay  down 
the  book,  when  the  soporific  virtues  of 
the  Author's  confusion  manifested  their 
Caducean   properties  on  the  reader,  and 
procured  him  a  sound  sleep.    But  though 
sound,    it  was  not  composed ;  and  the 
same  strange  chaos  of  ill-digested  super- 
natural ideas  pursued  his  fancy  in  repose. 
The  figures  of  Sir  George  ViUars,  the  Prior 
of  Beverley,  the  dying  nun,  and  Matilda 
Cottrell,    were  incoherently  blended  to- 
gether.    One  time  be  thought  he  saw  the 
grave  and  threatening  face  of  Sir  George 
comraandino:    him    to    seek     the    kins:, 
and  warn  him  of  his  death.     And  then, 
with  the  strange  perversion  of  dreams, 
the  scowling  face  of  the  minacious  spirit 
became    the   melancholy  countenance  of 
his  patron   Strafford,  calling  hiui  away. 
Another  time  he  seemed  conveyed  back 
to  the  haunts  of  his  childhood,  and  the 
scenes  of  his  first  youthful  pleasures.  The 
sun    shone   upon   each  familiar    edifice, 
and  the  very  trees  around  him  appeared 
like  friends,   commemorating  periods   of 


94  PO^TEFUACT    CASTLE. 

happiness  long  past.  But  dark  and  trou- 
bled scenes  hid  them  from  vievr.  Again 
he  beheld  the  wife  of  his  heart,  spirit 
broken  by  calamity,  dying  with  her  in- 
fant at  the  breast.  Again  the  horrors  of 
Marston  Field,  and  the  fatal  surrender  of 
York,  were  painted  upon  his  imagina- 
tion. But  through  all  the  changes  of 
his  roving  fancy,  there  was  one  image 
constantly  near  him,  the  snow-pale  Pallas- 
like features, — the  black  and  dreamy  eye 
of  Matilda  Cottrell.  His  feelings  in  sleep, 
at  this  juxta  position,  are  scarcely  capable 
of  definition.  It  was  a  thrilling  pleasure, 
mixt  with  a  mysterious  dread  ;  for  ever 
and  anon  beside  her  appeared  the  visored 
head  of  a  shadowy  gigantic  figure,  with 
the  scollop  of  a  palmer  on  his  crest ;  and 
over  his  Norman  hauberk  the  cross- 
stamped  camisette  of  a  Templar.  In  the 
next  moment  the  f]o;ure  seemed  to  chano^e 
into  that  of  the  Prior  of  Beverly  ;  and 
the  face  of  Matilda  assumed  the  dying- 
expression  of  the  wounded  nun.  After 
his  fancy  had  for  some  tir.ic  presented 
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him  with   these  incongruous  images,  he 
imagined  himself  walking  with  Matilda 
by  the  side  of  a  well,  filled  to  the  brim 
with  a  water  of  dazzling  pellucidness.  He 
fancied  a  chorus  of  sub-aquatic  spirits  aris- 
ing from  it,  in  the  midst  of  which  there  was 
a  loud  cry  and  a  violent  fluctuating  mo- 
tion of  the  water  ;  when  in  the  middle  of 
a  vapoury   column   again  appeared  the 
barred  visor    of    the    gigantic    wizard. 
A  monotonous  voice  spoke :    it   seemed 
to    mingle  strangely    with   the    restless 
din    of    the    boiling     waters,    but    the 
dreamer    felt    its  meaning,   rather  than 
heard  it,  in  his  soul.     Its  purport  was, 
^'  Live  and   rule   with  her — There  are, 
who  can    bear  thee  up."    The  dreamer 
imagined  he  replied  ;  but  the  reply  seemed 
involuntary  and  disjunct  from  his  identity. 
— 'impossible!   my   cause  is  my  wife, 
and  to  that  I  am  wedded." — ''  Then  lo  ; 
the    seal  of  your   wedding !"    the  voice 
seemed  to  answer.     T  here  ensued  a  shrill 
scream,  and  darkness  followed ;  and  the 
dreamer  with  instant  transition  imao^ined 
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himself  kneeling  on  a  platform,  beneath 
Ignatius  Carteret,  who  was  elevating  a 
bloody  axe.  His  eyes  were  then  bandaged : 
but  in  his  hand,  he  dreamt,  he  felt  the 
pressure  of  a  hand  he  knew  ;  and  in  his 
ear  a  voice  that  made  sweet  the  bitterness 
of  death.  He  awaited  the  blow — his  eyes 
closed — ^when,  suddenly,  a  creaking  noise, 
followed  by  a  quick  snap,  like  the  closing 
of  a  lock,  aroused  the  dreamer  from  his 
unquiet  sleep.  The  first  object  which 
met  his  barely-awakened  eye,  was  the 
scov>^ling  countenance  of  an  executioner, 
almost  in  the  attitude  of  him  portrayed 
in  his  dream,  and  in  the  act  of  grasping 
a  bloody  axe.  Morrice  at  this  sight 
started  from  his  chair,  and  intuitively 
seized  liis  sword.  As  the  flickering  blaze 
of  the  now  half-consumed  wood  darted 
from  the  dying  embers  on  the  hearth, 
the^fio'ure  aopeared  to  move — to  advance 
— to  grin  upon  him.  Could  it  be  real? 
or  did  the  fumes  of  his  dreaming  fancy 
still  clog  his  half-wakened  perceptions  ? — 
But  the  delusion  vanished  before  a  closer 
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inspection.  He  found  he  had  been  gazing 
on  the  heav^^  tapestry.  It  was  a  figure  of 
Exton  in  the  act  of  striking  the  decisive 
blow  at  Richard  the  Second,  which  had 
cauo'ht  the  Colonel's  wakins;  eye  ;  and  as 
the  ruddy  glare  of  the  fire  fell  by  fits  upon 
it,  now  bringing  its  outline  into  relief, 
and  then  consigning  it  into  obscurity,  it 
appeared  to  advance,  or  recede,  or  change 
the  expression  of  the  face  from  a  dark 
scowl  to  a  malignant  grin. 

Morrice  was  not  superstitious,  but  the 
subject  of  the  tapestry  embroidery,  the 
regicide  of  Pontefract,  struck  his  ima- 
gination as  an  omen  of  peculiar  des- 
|3ondency.  Neither  could  he  help  being 
impressed  with  the  striking  coherency 
with  which  the  picturesof  his  dream,  and 
the  portraiture  of  the  tapestry  were 
wrought  in  and  embodied  together.  There 
was,as  he  remembered,  a  tradition  that  the 
room  which  he  occupied,  now  called  the 
f  ^dy's  Chamber,  was  the  sta^e  of  the 
monstrous  tragedy — that  seal  of  a  usurp- 

VOL.  II.  F 
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er's  safety,  and  pledge  of  a  dynasty  ex- 
tinct. The  echo  of  past  years  appeared 
reflected  by  the  present ;  there  seemed  a 
new  Avatar  of  the  same  principles — and 
there  was  too  great  a  probability  that 
the  same  crime,  accelerated  by  agents 
not  very  dissimilar,  might  again  be  acted 
w^ith  impunity.  These  thoughts — the 
spot — his  dream,  all  contributed  to  de- 
press the  colonel's  usually  buoyant  mind. 
But  there  was  no  time  to  indulge  in  these 
abstractions :  a  real  sound  smote  on  his 
ear.  It  wa^  manifestly  the  echo  of  a  re- 
ceding step,  heavy,  but  cautious,  at  the 
bottom  of  a  flight  of  stairs.  He  could 
not  be  mistaken.  A  light  immediately 
flashed  across  the  mind  of  Morrice.  Some 
one,  then,  had  secretly  surveyed  him 
while  asleep.  The  confidence  which  Ma- 
tilda had  once  made  him,  on  the  strength 
of  Martha  Allen's  authority,  recurred  now 
to  him  with  resistless  force  ;  and  a  con- 
fused recollection  of  hearing,  as  he 
awoke,  the  whistling  and  snap  of  a  groov- 
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ed  panuel;  conoborated  his  conjecture. 
Strongly  impressed  with  this  idea,  he 
took  his  lamp  from  the  table,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  lift  the  hangings  of  diat  part  of 
tlie  room  from  wlience  the  noise  came. 
For  BO  me  time  his  search  was  ineffec- 
tual :  at  last,  he  detected  a  small  brass 
Jai«b,  artfully  paired  with  a  similar  pro- 
jection of  wood.  This  he  endeavoured 
to  urge  bolt-wise,  but  his  efforts  were 
fruitless.  At  lengtli,  on  pressing  it,  a 
|M)rtion  of  wainscot-work,  near  the  floor, 
•>lid  back,  and  shot  along  a  groove  into  a 
hollow  jamb  of  the  same  materials  cun- 
ningly concealed ;  laying  open  to  view  an 
aperture  of  four  feet  square.  As  the 
pannel  disappeared,  the  colonel  distinctly 
caught  the  feeble  reflection  of  a  light  from 
beneath,  and,  in  the  next  moment,  heard 
the  hastened  stumble  of  some  person  on 
the  steps.  Shading  his  lamp  with  one 
hand  from  the  gush  of  air  which  the  orifice 
admitted,  and  which  was,  for  a  second  or 
two,  so  strong  as  to  threaten  its  extinc- 
f2 
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tion,   the  colonel  stooped,  and  crawling 
under  the  low  aperture,  found  himself  in 
a  narrow  lofty  closet  of  naked  grey-stone, 
which  opened  through  an  opposite  door 
of  bolder  height,  upon  a  winding  stone 
staircase.     A  suffocating  mouldy  damp, 
usual  in   confined  places,   came  up  the 
ascent;  but    the  colonel   did   not  hesi- 
tate a  moment.     Impelled  by  his  natural 
courage,  and  stimulated  by  curiosity,  as 
well  as  anxious  to  secure  the  castle  from 
so  dangerous  an  inlet,  he  promptly  and 
boldly  descended.     At   first,   he  hurried 
on,  in  the  hopes  of  overtaking  the  secret 
fugitive ;    but  he   soon  found    that    the 
roughness  of  the  structure,  and  the  slippery 
damps  upon  the  stairs  enforced  more  cau- 
tion.    At  lengtli,  after  the  lapse  of  near 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  in  descending,  he 
found  that  the  staircase,  wrought  all  the 
way  in   the  solid  masonry  of  the  castle 
walls,  terminated  in  the  rocky  base.  Once 
or  twice  during  the  descent  he  fancied 
that  he  caught  the  flutter  of  a  wiiite  gar- 
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liient  ;  and,  as  he  thought,  the  echo  of 
two  persons'  feet,  one  of  which  had  the 
heavy  clang  of  an  armed  heel.  But,  who- 
ever they  might  be,  by  the  time  the  colo- 
nel touched  the  bottom,  they  had  gained 
considerable  ground  in  advance,  and  the 
only  indication  that  he  had  not  been  de- 
luded was,  the  manifest  closing  of  a  dis- 
tant door.  He  now  had  leisure  to  look 
round.  The  spot  which  he  occupied  was 
an  irregular  oval  vestibule,  of  moderate 
height,  partly  cased  with  masonry,  and 
partly  scooped  from  the  naked  rock ;  and 
forming;  the  entrance  into  a  vaulted 
stone  passage,  which  appeared  to  diverge 
into  several  others  of  a  similar  descrip- 
tion. Following  the  first  that  occurred, 
he  found  that  it  led  him  to  the  dark  low 
entrance  of  a  frightful  dungeon,  or  rather 
pit,  for  it  was  only  accessible  from  above, 
and  reached,  by  a  series  of  dilapidated 
stairs,  descending  to  the  depth  of  about 
twenty  feet.  It  was  a  square  of  about 
six  feet  every  way.     A  foul  blue  vapour 
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reeked  from  the  bottom  ;  the  walls  were 
studded  with  rank  distillations  ;  the  floor 
broken  with  heaps^  of  rotten  matter,  and 
gloaming  w4th  slime.  All  manifested 
the  antipathy  of  the  place  to  life.  But 
the  iron  staples  in  the  pavement  and  walls 
demonstrated  that  cruelty  or  revenge  had 
not  the  less  devoted  it  to  the  security  or 
punishment  of  their  victims.  All  was 
silent  as  the  grave — silent  as  the  wretched 
beings  into  whose  souls  those  ponderous 
irons  had  entered.  But,  '^  after  life's 
fitful  fever,  they  slept  well." 

As  Morrice  stood  sur\^ying  this  truly 
Juo'urthine  dunsreon,  he  could  not  doubt 
but  he  occupied  the  dark  passage  to  the 
tomb,  where  once  a  haughty  Plantagenet 
groaned  ;  and  all  the  story  of  that  un- 
happy prince,  and  his  ravished  wife, 
Alice  de  Lacy,  recun^ed  to  his  memory. 
Here,  too,  the  brother  victims  to  the  House 
of  York,  and  to  the  sweeping  ambition  of 
the  Third  Richard,  had  pined  away,  per- 
haps, their  dismal,  hopeless  hours,  before 
the  headsman  set  them  free. 
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As  there  was  no  farther  outlet  on  this 
side,    the  adventurous   colonel   returned 
the  way  he  came,  to  prosecute  his  scru- 
tiny by  another  channel.     The  passage 
he    now   selected    was   very    low,    but 
of    extraordinary    length.      After    con- 
ducting him  forward   in  an  undeviating 
uniform  manner  for  at  least  an  hour,  it 
was   suddenly  terminated  by    a  strong 
oaken  door,  coated   with  plates  of  iron, 
and    studded   with  large  bosses  of   the 
same  metal.     It  stood  slightly  ajar,  and 
on  the  colonel's  application  of  his  hand 
immediately  gave  way.    This  he  scarcely 
expected  ;  it  appeared  that  the  hinges  were 
not  suffered  to  rust  from  lack  of  use :  but 
unfortunately  this  facility  was  the  colo- 
nel's bane ;  for  the  rapidity  with  which  the 
door  swung  round  with  a  clang  against 
the  adjacent  wall,  produced  so  strong  a 
current  of  air,  as  immediately  put  out  hii"^ 
light,    and   left   him    in  total    darkness. 
For  a  moment  his  determination  waver- 
ed.— What  was  he  to  do  ?    To  go  back 
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he  would  run  the  risk  of  beino;  lost  amOrm 
the  intricate  windings  he  had  past;  or  what 
was  worse,  of  fallingj  in  default  of  light, 
into  deep  and  loathsome  dungeons,  from 
whence  he  miglit  never  escape  with 
hfe.  Upon  this  reflection,  he  decided 
that  it  was  as  dangerous  to  recede  as  to 
advance,  and  that  by  proceeding  there 
was  a  probability  he  might  fmd  some  out- 
let. Passing  through  the  gate,  therefore, 
he  drew  his  sword,  and  attempted  to 
grope  his  way  by  the  assistance  of  that 
and  his  hands.  While  he  was  thus  em- 
ployed, sometimes  stumbling  on  the 
rough  ill  cemented  pavement,  and  occa- 
sionally striking  against  an  unseen  pro- 
jection of  the  wall,  a  ray  of  light  emitted 
from  a  cross  passage  attracted  his  atten- 
tion ;  and  he  heard  the  murmuring  of 
distant  voices. 

Footsteps  were  soon  after  heard  :  the 
light  increased,  and  the  persons,  whoever 
they  were,  advanced  so  quickly  that  the 
colonel  had  scarcely  time  to  conceal  him- 
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self  behind  a  projecting  buttress,  before 
they  crossed  the  angle  of  the  passage  it 
supported,  and  the  cloak  of  one  of  tliem 
brushed  him  as  they  passed.  Their  tran- 
sit was  too  speedy  to  leave  room  fr>r 
scrutinising  their  persons  by  the  small 
lantern  which  one  carried,  but  ^lorrice 
heard  much  of  what  they  said.  They 
were  engaged  in  deep  discussion. 

"It  is  time  to  resolve,"  said  a  coarse 
vulgar  voice,  which  Morrice  recognized 
for  his  enemy  Puliston.  "  Who  ever 
heard  of  making  a  revolution  with  milk 
and  sippets?  I  tell  you  the  people  will 
make  no  resistance  ?  xWs  one  as  kicking 
against  a  stone !  What  can  they  do 
against  culverins  and  arquebusses.  Those 
arguments  are  sure  to  convince. — Will 
you  decide  ?" 

•^  I  have  no  call  for  it,"  rejoined  ano- 
ther voice  ;  ''  I  must  seek  the  Lord." 

''  Nonsense  !  This  to  me?    By  G 

you  tire  me.     It  is  all  one  as  if  you  were 
an  actor  playing  when  off  the  stage." 
F  o 
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"  Of  a  trath,  I  would  be  instructed  in 
this  matter :  forasmuch  as  it  seemeth 
dark  in  what  appertaineth  unto  pre- 
cedents." 

"  Precedents  ?  Bah !  are  there  not  Ed- 
ward the  Fifth  ;  and  Henry  the  Sixth  ; 
and  Edward  the  Second?  You  mock 
yourself.  And  is  there  not  the  deposition 
and  death  of  Richard  the  Second  ?  A 
pregnant  case  as  we  call  it  :  a  case  in 
point.  What  title  had  Bolingbroke  ? 
Only  the  times  were  turbulent,  ferment- 
ing times  as  now :  the  periods  for  great 
men.  There  was  John  Ball  to  match 
with  Hobbes  and  Huo;h  Peters — the 
Lollards  may  vie  with  the  levellers  and 
Anabaptists, — and  as  for  Tyler,  none  of 
you  have  half " 

Here  their  voices  died  away  in  the 
recesses  of  the  passage,  but  the  speakers 
returned  shortly  after,  the  same  way,  still 
conversing  as  before — 

"  You  may  depend  upon  me  and 
Thorpe, '    Pidiston  was   saying :    ''  and 
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there's  Cooke  will  go  through  the  bu- 
siness without  scruple — What  do  you 
waver  about  ?  Do  you  still  hanker  after  a 
blue  ribband?" 

"  Truly  not ;  there  seemeth  not  a  way 
of  return,  wherein  the  block  lyeth  not  in 
view.  Howbeit,  I  must  enquire  touch- 
ing this  new  thing  in  Judah.  Peradven- 
ture,  sawest  thou  Harrison  ?" 

^*  Yes,  he  arrived  last  night,  and  is 
now  undergoing  the  proof.  Look  to  it 
well,  or  these  levellers  will  get  the  start 
of  you.  They  go  straight  forward  to  the 
mark  ;  while  you  shuffle  and  trim.  There 
was  Rainsborough. — You  know  he  never 
scrupled  about  this  from  the  beginning. 
You  may  thank  your  enemies  for  cutting 
him  off." 

*'  Think'st  thou  so  ?  Verily,  I  rested  on 
him  as  on  a  nail  in  a  sure  place." 

"  Then  you  would  have  torn  your 
hands.  What  scruples  has  a  man  who 
claims  all  things  as  common  ?  I  warrant 
ye,  he  would  have  overtopped  you." 
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The  companions  still  proceeded  con* 
tersing  ;  but  the  rest  of  the  dialogue  be- 
came gradually  more  and  more  indistinct, 
till  the  last  sound  melted  away.  Morrice 
then  proceeded,  recalling  the  strange 
conversation ;  and  surmising,  but  scarcely 
daring  to  understand,  its  purport.  He 
still  proceeded  for  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour 
without  interruption  ;  till  passing  a  low 
oven- shaped  opening  into  the  dark  womb 
of  the  rock,  a  naked  figure  leapt  from  it 
and  nearly  threw  him  down.  He  utter- 
ed a  barbarous  cry,  and  without  noticing 
the  impediment,  ran  like  a  maniac  along 
the  passage,  leaping  all  the  v/ay.  Then 
first  Morrice  beheld  with  horror,  that  he 
was  covered  with  blood,  and  grasped  by 
the  locks  a  gory  head.  Dizzy  with  so 
awful  a  sight,  and  scarcely  knowing  what 
he  did,  the  colonel  entered  the  first  recess 
that  occurred.  It  led  him  behind  a  rough 
screen  of  boards,  through  which  he  could 
partially  see  a  kind  of  stage,  and  part 
of  a  semicircular  range  of  seats  like  a  the- 


PONTBPRACT    CASTLE.  iOD 

atre.  He  also  heard  the  breathing  of 
many  people.  After  a  time,  two  or  three 
voices  carrying  on  a  monotonous  half 
singing  dialogue  were  heard.  It  was 
evidently  an  allegorical  drama ;  but  in- 
coherent and  wild.  The  shadowy  per- 
sonages of  the  vices  and  virtues  were 
represented,  and  the  war  of  daemons  and 
angels.  Some  of  the  dialogues  of  the 
drama  reminded  him  strongly  of  a  mys- 
tery on  the  fall  of  man,  published  by  John 
Milton,  and  afterwards  withdrawn  from 
circulation,  only  that  eastern  chimaeras 
were  mixt  up  with  it.  What  followed  how- 
ever, was  not  to  be  mistaken.  The  drama, 
or  rather  scene  represented  the  second  de- 
dication of  Solomon's  temple  by  Zeruba- 
bcl,  at  the  command  of  Cyrus.  As  the 
rite  proceeded,  the  astonished  colonel  en- 
deavoured to  advance  along  the  rough 
screen,  with  a  view  to  obtain  a  better 
sight  of  the  edifice  and  actors.  Nor  was 
he  deceived.  From  liis  new  position  behind 
a  lofty  pilastar,  which  supported  the  ex- 
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treme  back  of  the  subterranean  stage, 
he  obtained  a  view  of  a  large  rock- 
scooped  chamber  having  graduated  seats 
after  the  manner  of  a  Grecian  theatre. 
A  vast  number  of  heads,  all  masked, 
appeared  slightly  prominent  from  the 
dark  hollow  of  the  arena  below.  On 
the  stage,  which  was  now  deserted,  du- 
ring a  recess  of  the  actors,  were  scattered 
all  the  masonic  symbols  of  the  temple  ; 
and  an  infinite  number  of  orders,  deco- 
rations, stars,  ribbands,  and  coronets, 
were  lying  about  in  all  directions,  as  if 
abandoned,  or  for  the  purpose  of  distri- 
bution. A  little  in  front,  on  a  kind  of 
plain  rostrum,  placed  with  reference  to 
the  stage,  where  the  Thymele  of  the  Greek 
theatre  stood,  sat  a  tall  armed  man,  with 
his  visor  closed.  His  bulk  was  of  more 
than  usual  dimensions  ;  and  himself,  to  the 
startled  eye  of  Morrice,  appeared  the  coun- 
terpart of  the  tall  figure  which  had  haunt- 
ed his  dream.     A  book  was  laid  before 
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him,  which  he  appeared  to  have  ceased 
expounding  ;  and  beneath  him,  at  a  small 
table  under  the  rostrum,  was  his  secre- 
tary, whom  Morrice  immediately  recog- 
nized for  the  impostor  Lilly. 

Alittle  further,  in  what  might  be  termed 
tlie  orchestra,  stood  a  raised  platform  about 
six  feet  every  way,  ascended  by  a  flight 
of  five  steps.  On  the  top,  reposing  in  a 
coffin  was  seen  the  effigy  or  corpse  of  a 
dead  man.  While  the  colonel  stood  sur- 
veying these  wild  and  incomprehensible 
paraphernalia,  three  knocks  were  heard  at 
a  side  door  in  a  line  with  the  bier.  A 
Joud  indistinguishable  form  of  words  en- 
sued. The  portal  expanded  as  if  of  itself, 
and  the  blood-boltered  wretch  whom 
Morrice  had  met  in  the  passage,  stood  on 
the  threshold,  still  bearing  the  gory  head. 
A  barbarous  word  was  pronounced,  and 
he  leapt  forward  with  saturnalian  gesticu- 
lation, and  signs  expressive  of  triumph. 
He  ascended  the  steps  of  the  pyre,  and 
placing   the  head  on  the  breast  of  the 
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corpse  exclaimed,  ''  Nekora,  Nekom." 
The  tongue  of  Morrlce  cleaved  to  the 
roof  of  his  mouth.  He  recollected  the 
narrative  of  Beaumont,  and  he  could 
not  doubt  that  he  was  by  accident 
become  a  spectator  of  the  same  abomi- 
nable mysteries.  The  risk  of  his  situation 
— the  novelty  and  lawlessness  of  the 
scene — the  low  breathing  of  so  many 
masked  heads — the  corpse — the  strange 
lano:uao:e — the  bleedino'  head — the  Hoam- 
ing  indistinct  light,  which  imparted  a 
supernatural  character  to  the  real  assem- 
blage, and  conjured  up  all  kinds  of  unreal 
mockeries  and  abortive  shadows  in  the 
distant  recesses  of  the  cavern  ;  all  com- 
bined to  stupify  and  perturb  his  faculties. 
He  felt  like  a  man  under  the  influence  of 
nightmare,  oppressed  with  some  wild 
dream,  engendered  by  fever  or  disease. 
His  ear  rung  with  a  variety  of  sounds 
and  low  murmurings,  which  made  hi;* 
flesh  creep  with  horror,  but  left  nothing 
definite  upon  his  apprehension .  Daggers — 
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and  symbols, — and  paintings, — and  bro- 
ken crowns, — and  buildings,  sinking  and 
rearising, — and  stars  whirlingand  circling 
round  a  dome,  to  the  measure  of  con- 
cealed music,  passed  through  his  mind  in 
the  same  chaotic,  disjointed  manner  as 
they  made  their  transit  through  that  mys- 
terious chamber.  But  he  could  not  help 
remarking,  every  where  the  emblems  of 
levelling  principles — the  hammer — the 
harrow — the  roller — the  plane  ;  and  in- 
scribed sentences  illustrating  or  explain- 
ing them.  He  remembered,  too,  some- 
thing of  seeing  that  murderous  naked 
iigcure  kneelino^  at  the  foot  of  the  rostrum — 
of  a  sacrificial  cup  of  blood, — of  innumer- 
able swords  pointed  at  his  throat, — of  an 
oath  that  called  upon  the  lost  powers  of  the 
deep ;  and  finally — of  a  crown  being- 
placed  upon  his  head,  and  a  tobe  upon  his 
shoulders. 

A  chorus  then  ensued  of  many  voices 
unrivalled  for  beauty,  and  agreeing  in  sub- 
stance with  the  sublime  repetition  at  the 
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first  building  of  the  temple. — ''  Then  hear 
thou,  &c." — Sometimes  a  single  voice  sung 
it  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  base  :  then  ano- 
ther took  up  the  link  of  harmony  with  a 
trilling  tenor  of  delicious  modulation  ; 
and  at  length  the  whole  chorus  joined 
in,  like  the  upswelling  of  distant  bil- 
lows. 

It  paused  :  a  clap  of  thunder  succeed- 
ed ;  and  amidst  its  waning  echoes  a  voice 
was  heard  like  an  oracle — ^^  Elect  of  the 
real  kingdom  of  the  saints,  priest  and  king 
after  the  order  of  Manes,  hear  the  secret 
to  which  thou  art  called — the  equality  and 
brotherhood  of  m  en . " 

Another  clap  of  thunder  followed,  which 
echoed  with  reverberated  roar  for  many 
seconds  from  the  distant  caverns.  As  it 
ceased,  the  concealed  spectator  observed 
a  disorderly  fluctuation  in  the  groupes  be- 
low. A  song  of  triumph  followed.  The 
crowd  fell  back  to  the  right  and  left,  and  a 
masque  with  a  diademed  turban,  of  mid- 
dle height  but  robust  make,  wrapped  up  in 


PONTEFRACT   CASTLE.  115 

a  red  military  cloak,  appeared  advancing, 
with  folded  arms  and  slow  step,  through 
the  road  of  heads  thus  left  open  towards 
the  rostrum.  Though  masked  and  co- 
vered with  a  profusion  of  orders  and  ma- 
sonic devices,  Morrice  thought  he  recol- 
lected the  contour  of  one  of  the  disputants 
ill  the  passage.  A  general  deference  was 
pakl  towards  him.  The  tall  masked  fi- 
gure rose,  and  awaited  his  approach.  In 
the  midst  of  the  continued  song,  he  as- 
cended the  square  pyre,  and  stood  on  a 
stone  sculptured  with  eyes,  having  the  cof- 
fin at  his  feet.  A  level  and  a  sword  were 
placed  in  his  hand  by  a  mask  personating 
Cyrus,  amidst  the  clang  of  martial  wea- 
pon s^  aiid  the  crash  of  many  instruments, 
in  a  concealed  orchestra.  When  that  had 
scarcely  ceased,  a  loud,  monotonous,  and 
Hirilling  voice,  which  appeared  to  come 
from  the  tall  masked  figure,  was  heard 
addressing  the  fictitious  Zerubabel. 

'^  Who  ij^he  that  despiseth  the  day  of 
small  thinors?    Verilv,  he   shall  see   the 
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plummet  in  the  hand  of  Zerubabel  with 
these  seven.  What  art  thou,  Oh  great 
mountain  ?  Before  Zerubabel  thou  shalt 
become  a  plain  ;  he  shall  bring  forth  the 
HEADSTONE,  thereof,  crying  —  Grace, 
grace  unto  it." — 

The  voice  paused  :  the  roof  and  dis- 
tant caverns  again  shook  to  tlie  vibration 
of  subterranean  thunder  :  and  again  the 
voice  pealed  forth — 

''Speak  thus  to  Zerubabel  my  servant, 
governor  of  Judah,  and  tell  him  I  will 
shake  the  heavens  and  the  earth.  And  I 
will  overthrow  the  throne  of  kingdoms, 
and  destroy  the  strength  of  the  kingdoms 
of  the  heathen,  and  overthrow  the  cha- 
riots and  those  that  ride  in  them,  and  the 
horses  and  their  riders  shall  come  down, 
every  one  by  the  sword  of  his  brother. 
In  that  day  will  I  take  thee,  Oh  Zeruba- 
bel !  my  servant,  and  w  ill  make  thee  as  a 
signet,  for  I  have  chosen  thee  ! ' 

The  voice  ceased.  Indications  fol- 
lowed of  the  assembly  breaking  up  ;  and 
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the  startled  colonel,  afraid  of  being  over- 
taken by  some  of  that  mysterious  associa- 
tion, hurried  along  the  passage  by  which 
he  had  reached  the  subterranean  theatre 
with  as  much  celerity  as  his  want  of  light 
would  permit.  He  was  now,  however, 
little  concerned  for  that  deficiency,  -as  it 
multiplied  his  chances  of  escape. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


Mine  own  loved  light, 
That  every  soft  and  solemn  spirit  worships. 
That  lovers  love  so  well — strange  joy  is  thine  ! 
Whose  influence  o'er  all  tides  of  soul  hath  power. 
The  glow  of  hope  and  w^an  hue  of  sick  fancy 
Alike  reflect  thy  rays :  alike  thou  lightest 
The  path  of  meeting  or  of  parting  love — 
Alike  on  mingling  or  on  breaking  hearts 
Thou  smilest  in  throned  beauty. 

Mathurin, 

After  pursuing  this  winding  passage 
for  a  considerable  time,  and  not  without 
often  turning  in  anticipation  of  seeing  a 
pursuer,  the  colonel  at  last  reached  an 
outlet  nearly  concealed  by  bushes.  The 
aperture  was  indeed  so  nearly  closed  by 
them,  that  unless  his  eye  had  caught  the 
glimmer  of  the  external  moon  across  the 
matted  branches,  he  would  have  missed 
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perceiving  it.  Partly  by  forcing  it  back 
with  his  hands,  and  partly  cutting  it  with 
his  sword,  he  succeeded  in  squeezing  his 
body  through  the  orifice.  On  emerg- 
ing, he  found  himself  on  the  skirts  of  au 
extensive  park,  in  the  midst  of  a  strag- 
gling grove  of  ancient  moss-covered  trees. 
Various  clumps  of  oak,  interspersed  with 
aspens  and  willows,  and  low  shrubberies 
of  syringa  profusely  covered  with  blos- 
soms, were  scattered  at  intervals,  and  with 
gracefiil  negligence,  over  the  velvet  sur- 
face of  a  smooth  green  lawn ;  on  which 
a  full  moon  was  now  shining  in  the  ma- 
jestic tranquillity  of  its  beauty  from  a  sky 
hardly  sullied  by  a  single  cloud.  The 
lawn  sloped  upwards  with  an  easy  ascent 
from  the  margin  of  a  broad  piece  of  water, 
embraced  by  the  wreathy  trellis  of  an  ori- 
ental bridge,  and  ever  and  anon  detected  in 
its  course  by  the  sparkling  silver  rays  which 
it  reverberated  from  its  glassy  surface, 
athwart  a  blossomed  thicket  of  pyracan- 
thus,arbustus,  and  myrtle.  The  admiration 
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of  the  colonel,  as  he  pursued  the  first  path 
that  occurred,  in  time  prevailed  over  the 
first  unpleasant  shock  of  surprise  at  find- 
ing himself  in  an  unknown  proprietor's 
domain.  It  was  a  path  of  moderate  width, 
bordered  with  a  great  variety  of  flowers, 
and  girt  in  by  a  scented  hedge  of  flower- 
ing shrubs,  interspersed  with  young  trees. 
hi  most  places  this  path  was  sufficiently 
open  to  command  a  view  of  the  sloping 
moon-light  lawn,  and  a  corresponding 
s»}uubbery  opposite  ;  but  in  others  it  was 
entirely  excluded  from  the  prospect  by 
the  interlacing  of  the  boughs  overhead. 
In  the  more  embowered  arcades  of  the 
walk  all  light  was  shut  out,  except  the 
checquered  patchy  ray  of  the  moon,  which 
occasionally  peered  through  the  inter- 
woven boughs  as  they  w^aved  gracefully 
and  slowly  in  the  wind.  The  whispering, — 
sobbinof, — soothing  sound  which  they  by 
turns  emitted,  might  have  cheated  the  ear 
of  a  poet,  and  been  mistaken  for  the  col- 
loquy of  concealed  lovers,  or  the  mystic 
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talk  of  aerial  spirits.  There  was  so  thrill- 
ing yet  pleasing  an  awfulness  in  the  so- 
litary gloom  through  which  the  colonel 
thus  passed  on,  contrasted  as  it  was  with 
the  tremulous  perpendicular  shafts  of  light ; 
occasionally  darted  on  many  a  fanciful 
and  wreathy  trunk,  and  occasionally 
shifting  and  transferring  their  place  to  the 
blossomed  shrubs  beneath,  that  the  spot 
might  serve  for  an  enchanted  bower,  w^ith 
little  aid  from  the  creative  wand  of  a 
"  roving"  fancy.  At  length  the  close  em- 
bowering canopy  terminated  in  an  open 
and  broad  gravel  path,  w^ide  enough  for  a 
carriage  road,  but  with  no  trace  of  wheel 
marks,  and  bordered  with  a  thick  hedge 
of  rose-trees,  which,  as  it  ascended  on  a 
gentle  slope,  gave  freer  scope  to  the  eye. 
The  moon -light  lawn,  stretching  upward 
with  the  same  quiet  ascent  and  placid  re- 
pose, was  on  the  left  narrowed  by  a  gra- 
dual amphitheatre  of  tall  ash  and  elmj?, 
and  in  front  bounded  by  a  low  grove  of 
every  species  of  shrubs,  over  which  as- 
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pired  the  pointed  roofs  of  two  antique 
turrets,  apparently  bounding  the  fa9ade 
of   the  proprietor's  house.     As  Morrice 
still  advanced,   wondering  to  whom  the 
ground  might  belong,    and  without  the 
least  recognition  of  any  surrounding  ob- 
ject, an  audible  sigh  attracted  his  atten- 
tion ;  and  before  he  had  recovered  from 
his  surprise,  something  glittering  caught 
his  eye.     In  the  next  moment  he  beheld  a 
figure  slowly  descending  the  path  towards 
him,  and  to  all  appearance  absorbed  in 
deep  thought.     It  was  a  female,  tall,  but 
of  divinely  modulated  proportions,  set  off 
by  a  drapery  of  dazzling  white.  Her  head 
was  partly  covered  by   a  gauzy  veil  of 
moon-light  tissue,  and  transparent  as  the 
'^  dewy  gossamer."    The  whole  figure,  as 
well  as   expression,    might  have  suited 
Phidias  for  a  Ceres — 

Yet  virgin  of  Proserpine  by  Jove. 

The  head  of  the  figure  was  slightly  in- 
clined upwards,  but  the  flitting  alterna- 
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lion  of  light  and  shade  from  the  branches 
rendered  its  features  indistinguishable, 
till  it  reached  the  spot  where  IMorrice 
stood  ;  which  was  a  break  in  the  path 
having  a  deep  shrubby  glen,  covered  with 
the  starry  flowers  of  the  syringa,  on  the 
right.  Emerging  there  from  the  bowery 
arcade,  down  which  it  descended,  it 
paused  a  moment,  fixed  like  a  portrait 
within  the  leafy  semicircular  frame.  An 
unimpeded  slant  ray  of  the  moon  at  Mor- 
rice's  back  fell  upon  it.  Well  might  the 
colonel  start !  There  was  no  pulse  in  his 
heart  that  did  not  throb  whenever  he  but 
recollected  that  face.  Jt  was  that  of  Ma- 
tilda Cottrell  ;  but  deathly  and  apparently 
fixed  in  sleep. 

''  Great  God  !  Matilda  !  what  means 
this  ?"  he  cried.  A  piercing  shriek  was 
his  only  answer.  The  figure  seemed  to 
fly — he  sprung  to  the  spot,  and,  tripping 
against  a  concealed  projecting  root, 
caught  at  what  he  supposed  the  rol^  of 
the  evading  form.  But,  on  rising,  he 
g2 
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found  his  fingers  entwined  in  the  luxuri- 
ant festoon    of  a  woodbine,    which  had 
wound  itself  ''  with  marriageable  arms," 
round  an  antique  urn  of  snow-w  liite  mar- 
ble.    The  quiet  moon-beam  shone  coldly 
on  the  naked  form  of  a  Nereid,  sculptured 
in  flat  relief  upon  the  pedestal — but  hu- 
man being  there  was  none.     Long  did 
Morrice  linger  on  the  spot — bewildered 
w  ith  his  thoughts — agonized  by  the  omen 
— searching  for  some  trace  of  what  he 
had   seen ;    sometimes  believing  he  had 
been  deceived — at  others,   recalling    all 
the  palpable  and  harmonizing  features  of 
an  unideal  apparition.     The  colonel,  for 
an  hour,  continued  this  vain  search.     At 
length,  he  made   an   effort  to   convince 
himself  that  he  was  deceived,  either  by 
the  power  of  fancy  realizing  the  constant 
idea  of  his  thought,  or  by  the  more  obvi- 
ous delusion  effected  by  the  moon's   ray 
falling  on  the  marble  urn.     Thus  forcibly 
stilling  the  yearning  cry  of  his  heart,  he 
proceeded  onward,  resolved  to  seek  tlie 
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distant  mansion,  either  with  a  view  of 
obtaining  shelter  for  the  night,  or  direc- 
tion into  the  Pontefract  road.  A  few  se- 
conds quick  walking  brought  him  to  the 
front  of  a  spacious  family  mansion,  built 
in  the  taste  of  the  fifteenth  century.  It 
was  a  gothic  structure,  unpol kited  by  that 
corrupt  admixture  with  the  Roman  and 
Grecian  orders,  introduced  by  the  un- 
weaned  infant  taste  of  the  following  cen- 
tury. It  consisted  of  a  recisingular  facade, 
pierced  by  two  ranges  of  narrow  win- 
dows, and  flanked  at  each  extreme  angle 
by  an  octagon  turret,  having  a  pyramidal 
spiring  roof,  cased  with  lead,  and  sur- 
mounted by  a  vane.  On  a  level  with  the 
ground,  and  connecting  together  the  two 
prominent  octangular  faces  of  the  turrets, 
there  was  a  cloister,  looking  on  a  terrace, 
at  intervals  supported  by  elegant  triple- 
shafted  columns.  In  the  middle  of  this 
colonnade  was  an  acutely-arched  door, 
covered  with  a  profusion  of  tracery  and 
ornament  ;  and,  upon  its  roof,  a  gallery, 
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equal  in  extent,  opening  from  the  up- 
per floor  upon  the  prospect,  and  pro- 
tected by  an  elegant  gothic  screen. 

In  the  centre  of  that  screen  appeared  a 
hatchment,  recently  painted,  and  rever- 
berating the  moon's  ray  with  all  the  mere- 
tricious glare  of  colour  and  gorgeous  bla- 
zonry of  herald  ric  decoration.  A  dismal 
pre-sentiment,  as  he  gazed  upon  it, 
i^mote  upon  the  colonel's  heart.  Well  for 
liim  was  it,  that  he  was  not  versed  in 
that  ancient  symbolic  art,  or  he  might 
have  read  a  more  afflicting  intimation  in 
the  quarterings  of  the  shield.  As  it  was, 
it  conveyed  little  more  than  the  idea 
which  Horace  has  turned,  with  his 
usual  grace,  that  Death  is  no  respecter 
of  persons,  and  *'  knocks  equally  at 
every  gate." 

Pallida  mors  aequo  pulsat  pede  pauperum  tabernas 
Regumque  turres. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  puzzling  sons  of  faction  next  appeared, 

In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met : 

And  now  they   whispered  close— now,  shrugging, 

reared 
Th'  important  shoulder : — then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  set. 
No  sooner  Lucifer  recalls  affairs, 
Then  forth  they  various  rush  in  mighty  fret; 
\Vlien,  lo  !  pushed  up  to  power,  and  crowned  their 

cares. 
In  comes  another  get,  and  kicketh  them  down  stairs. 

Castle  of  Indolence. 

The  colonel  rung  at  the  great  portal, 
and  remained  a  considerable  time,  with- 
out the  least  symptom  of  any  answer, 
although  he  saw  lights  in  a  distant 
wing  of  the  edifice.  At  length,  after 
ringing  again,  and  tarrying  a  second  in- 
terval, he  ventured  to  push  the  door.      It 
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yielded  easily  to  his  hand,  and  gave  him 
access  to  a  spacious  hall,  surrounded  with 
busts,  and  lighted  by  a  half-extinguished 
lamp,  which  stood  flashing  and  bickering 
on  a  small  marble  table  in  a  corner.  He 
now  called  loudly,  but  receiving  no  an- 
swer, and  imagining  the  servants  to  be 
in  some  distant  part  of  the  premises,  first 
followed  one  passage  and  then  another, 
till  he  got  completely  entangled  amidst 
the  various  staircases  and  doors,  and  was 
obliged  to  trust  to  chance  for  the  direc- 
tion of  his  course.  At  last,  having  passed 
a  staircase,  beautifully  painted  by  Van- 
dyke, he  found  himself  in  a  spacious  sa- 
loon, hung  with  blue  arras,  and,  to  all 
appearance,  fitted  up  as  a  state  draw  ing- 
room.  Several  valuable  pictures  were  sus- 
pended round  the  room,  some  of  which 
startled  him  much,  as  he  recognized  them 
to  be  a  portion  of  Colonel  Cottrell's  col- 
lection, when  at  Pontefract  Castle.  They 
all  appeared  like  old  friends:  but  that 
which  hung  in  the  centre  had  the  greatest 
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attraction  for  the  colonel's  eyes.    It  wa«  a 
portrait  of  Matilda  Cottrell,   when  about 
ten   years   old,    hanging,    with    childish 
playfulness,  about  the   neck   of  a   large 
Danish   dog.     He   had  often   sighed   in 
looking  at  that  picture — for  the  child  w^as 
painted  with  an  arch  laughing  look  and 
ruddy  healthy  cheeks,  indicating  that  the 
extraordinary  pale  complexion  of  the  wo- 
man was  not  constitutional.     At  one  end 
of  this  room,  under  a  canopy  of  large- 
flowered  blue  Persian,  strewed  with  silver 
stars,  there  was  a  raised  platform,  en- 
closed with  gilt  rails.     On  a  table  near 
this  platform   stood  a  silver  two-branch 
candlestick,  with  wax  candles  consuming 
away  in  the  sockets ;  and  a  little  beyond, 
a  door  stood  a-jar,  allowing  passage  for 
a  strong  emission  of  light  from  within,  as 
well  as  means  of  concealment.     Morrice 
took  advantage  of  the  accident,  to  recon- 
noitre and  make  a  regular  survey  of  the 
decorations  and  occupants  of  the  adjoin- 
ing room.     It  was   an    oblong  council- 
g5 
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chamber,  hung,  hke  the  other  roomSjWitli 
flowered  arras,  and  adorned  with  heavy 
cornices,  mouldings,  and  gilding.  The 
arras  of  this  room  was  scarlet,  but  only 
covered  three  of  the  sides ;  the  other 
wall  was  entirely  clothed  with  a  splendid 
piece  of  tapestry,  representing  the  wars 
of  York  and  Lancaster.  Around  the 
chamber,  in  frames  as  heavy  as  the  cor- 
nice, were  hung  the  pictures  of  barons 
bold,  and  hauberk'd  knights  ;  inter- 
spersed  by  the  stiff  and  formal  high- 
raffed  portraits  of  many  a  stately  dame 
and  northern  '^Cynosure,  whose  eyes" 
(in  their  day,) 

Rained  influence,  and  judged  the  prize. 

A  long  table,  covered  with  rich  Persian. 
carpeting,  and  overspread  with  papers^ 
occupied  the  middle  of  the  apartment. 
Around  this,  here  and  there,  in  deep  con- 
versation, but  in  thinly-sprinkled  groupes, 
sate  a  party  of  Commonwealth  officers. 
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They  appeared  to  be  the  remnant  of  an 
assembly  lately  dissolved,  by  the  disor- 
derly positions  of  a  great  number  of  un- 
tenanted chairs.  On  the  table  stood  a 
massy  ink-stand,  and  a  large  roll  of 
parchment.  At  its  extreme  end  were 
a  few  rich  silver  biggins  containing 
wine,  interspersed  w  ith  gilt- crested  gob- 
lets :  and  confusedly  scattered  about,  as  if 
partly  removed,  the  remains  of  an  ele- 
gant dessert,  on  a  magnificent  service  of 
gold  plate.  The  party  were  speaking 
low,  with  their  elbows  stretched  over  the 
table,  and  too  much  absorbed  in  conver- 
sation to  notice  the  approach  of  Morrice. 
They  were  generally  ill  drest,  as  was 
usual  with  their  faction,  and  manv  of  them 
exhibited  a  determined  ruffianly  cast  of 
features,  which  would  have  kindled  the 
stormy  genius  of  Rosa.  A  glance  at  them 
was  sufficient  for  Morrice  to  recognize 
many  of  the  speakers,  and  to  feel  the  ex- 
tent of  the  danger  to  which  his  incautiou 
had   betrayed    him.     One    groupe    was 
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composed  of  the  two  leaders  appointed  as 
substitutes  for  Rainsborouo;h  ao-ainst 
Pontefract  Castle,  Sir  Hugh  Cliolmely, 
and  Sir  Edward  Rhodes.  They  were 
talking  to  the  ferocious  Joyce,  w^hom 
Morrice  recalled  to  mind  from  his  in- 
flamed drunken  countenance  and  blood- 
shot eyes. 

Desborough  and  Hewson,  whose  broad 
vacant  features  detected  the  vulgar  ha- 
bits of  the  ploughtail  and  the  cobbler's 
stool,  from  whence  they  were  taken  to 
become  legislators,  were  grinjiing  with 
different  degrees  of  unction,  at  some  ob- 
scene story  of  the  hollow  eyed  libertine 
Harry  Martin.  As  if  in  contrast  to  these 
a  pale,  but  good  featured,  man  with  grey 
locks,  protruded  eyes,  and  those  project- 
ing veins  of  the  nose  and  forehead  which 
indicate  fanaticism,  the  younger  Vane, 
(now  become  old  Harry,  as  Birkenhead 
said)  was  proving  by  chapter  and  verse 
to  two  incredulous  yawning  officers,  that 
he  and  no  other  was  the  man  predicted 
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to  judge  the  saints  for  a  thousand  years. 
The  other  groupe  startled  Morrice  more 
than  all  the  rest.  It  was  a  tete-a-tete  : 
but  it  consisted  of  his  old  antas^onist 
Brooke,  decorated  in  major's  uniform, 
and  his  earHest  friend,  for  so  he  once 
professed  himself  to  be,  Sir  Thomas 
Fairfax.  The  countenance  of  the  latter 
by  no  means  corresponded  with  the  com- 
pany he  was  keeping.  It  possessed  the 
calm  urbanity,  and  conscious  dignity  of 
superior  breeding.  There  w^as  little 
military  about  it,  but  a  noble  openness, 
candour,  and  hon-hommie,  which  were 
very  striking,  and  attracted  at  first  sight. 
It  might  be  called  handsome.  A  well 
formed  nose  gracefully  inserted  into  a 
broad,  unwrinkled,  full  expanded  fore- 
head, descended  with  an  agreeable  sweep, 
towards  a  small  dimpled,  and  rather  fe- 
minine mouth,  which  completed  an  exact 
parallel  with  two  narrow  well  defined 
eye-brows.  The  whole  countenance  was 
pale,   extremely  placid,    and    upon    the 
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whole  exhibited  the  index  of  a  quick  and 
alert  intellect;  an  expression  not  belied 
by  the  sharp  and  lively  glances  of  a  grey, 
good-humoured  eye.  He  was  listening 
with  polite  attention  to  Brooke,  while  the 
latter  was  impolitely  scrawling  figures 
on  a  paper  before  him,  as  he  addressed 
some  story  to  the  general  in  a  low  voice. 
On  a  sudden  the  latter  seemed  incredu- 
lous, and  turning  to  a  closet,  called 
*'  Thurloe"  by  name.  The  person  who 
obeyed  that  call  was  a  stout,  clerical  look- 
ing square  set  man,  in  black,  with  a 
broad  collar  and  band ;  features  rather 
coarse,but  handsome,  and  somewhat  Mil- 
tonian  in  their  cast ;  a  forehead  and  eye 
of  the  fullest  intellectual  character,  set 
off  to  advantage  by  fine  glossy  hair, 
parted,  en  boiicle^  at  the  top  of  the  head. 
The  general  repeated  what  his  informant 
had  said ;  of  which  the  secretary  took  a 
note,  and  with  a  gentle  bow  retired. 
After  which  the  general  gathering  up  some 
papers,  and  making  an  apology  followed 
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him.  The  conversation  now  become 
louder. 

''  That's  a  poor  milk  and  water  pa- 
triot," said  Joyce,  with  a  sneer,  looking 
after  him.  *'  The  poor  man  imagines  we 
shall  stop  where  he  thinks  proper,  and 
measure  might  and  right  by  his  con- 
science. He  should  recollect  that  a  man 
who  attempts  to  lead  a  crowd  must  move 
with  the  pressure  or  be  trampled  under 
foot.  The  country  wants  a  fair  division 
of  property ;  and  Fairfax  must  come 
down  as  well  as  the  rest. 

It  is,  however,  a  desperate  and  danger- 
ous job,  this,  to  which  we  stand  pledged," 
said  one  of  the  two  young  soldiers. — '-  Did 
you  mark  how  Ingolsby  flinched  ?" 

**  Confound  the  white-livered  baby," 
rejoined  the  ferocious  Joyce,  ^'  I  could 
have  put  my  sword  into  him  for  a  cow- 
ard, and  Cromwell,  to  excuse  it. — 
'Sdeath !  what  danger  is  there?  I'll  warrant 
the  people  will  stand  as  mute  as  mice. 
What's  he  but  a  man,  and  flesh  and  blood 
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like  us.  It  will  be  done  as  easy  as  this/' 
continued  the  speaker,  striking  the  edge 
of  his  right  hand  upon  his  left. 

Morrice  shuddered  :  the  purport  of  the 
conversation  was  too  evident. 

"  I  tell  you  gentlemen,"  continued  the 
ferocious  speaker,  '^  if  no  one  else  can  be 
found,  I'm  the  man  to  finish  the  work. 
I  once  before  held  the  extinguisher  over 
this  mummery  of  crowns  and  sceptres ; 
and  on  my  conscience,  I  would  sweep 
the  rubbish  away  like  a  cobwed." 

''  The  way  is  well  prepared,"  observed 
another  of  the  gang,  ''  by  our  cheap  pub- 
lications. Mercuries,  and  diurnals  ;  the 
peasants  get  them  for  nothing,  and  so 
may  have  plenty  of  doctrine.  They  are 
now  distributing  over  all  the  country 
Lilly's  prophecy  of  the  king's  death  before 
March." 

'^  Weill  we  must  contrive  to  realize 
this  prophecy,  as  we  have  done  the  others," 
said  Hewson  ;  ^'  for  my  part  I  think  with 
Joyce,  that   what  with  Lilly  and  Hugh 
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Peters,  the  lying  papers  and  the  pulpit, 
and  above  all  this,"  said  he,  rattling  his 
sword  on  the  table,  *^  the  king  s  affair  is 
quite  snug,  and  will  not  cause  a  breath 
of  air." 

''  And  what  will  be  the  upshot,  pray  ?" 
enquired  one  of  the  junior  officers. 

'^  The  upshot,  young  man  ?"  said  Joyce, 
turning  fiercely  upon  him,  '^  I  tell  you 
what,  Captain  Monk,  your  heart's  not 
with  the  cause. — What  do  you  want  w^th 
these  ruffles  and  laces  ?  They  smell  of  the 
court  school."  As  he  spoke,  he  imperti- 
nently touched  Monk's  dress  with  his 
cane.  Monk  immediately  grasped  his 
sword. 

'^  Come,  come,"  said  the  offender,  ''  1 
mean  no  harm — you  are  much  too  hot, 
young  man,  to  wear  a  sword.  Among 
brothers  who  understand  each  other,  we 
must  take  and  give.  But  if  you  must 
know  the  upshot,  we'll  have  a  fair  divi- 
sion of  the  land,  sir  ;  nothing  more  nor 
less.     No  man  shall  prescribe  ordinances 
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for  another ;  and  there  shall  be  no  law 
but  the  call  within,  Captain  Monk !" 

*^  I  am  afraid  that  will  be  but  a  poor 
law,"  said  Monk's  friend,  ^'  for  those 
who  have  wives  and  daughters.  There's 
Harry  Martin  perhaps  will  be  glad  of  it ; 
but  if  it  takes  place,  I  shall  certainly 
never  marry  in  England." 

'(  Why,  you  fool !"  interrupted  Martin, 
with  a  drawl,  ^*  are  you  afraid  of  keeping 
good  company.  My  Lord  Coke  will  tell 
you  a  story  about  that.  Don't  you  know 
that  the  greatest  soldier  in  the  world, 
Alexander  the  Great,  had  horns  on  his 
helmet  ?" 

''  But  not  under  it,"  was  the  quick 
reply. 

*'  All  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
matter,"  interrupted  He wson.  '*  Make  a 
smooth  table,  my  boys  of  wax  ;  and  then 
come  what  will.  Bah !  what's  a  woman 
more  or  less,  or  a  Jacobus  more  or  less  ? 
I  say  law's  all  a  trick:  Let  man  be  as 
nature  made  him — Bah  !" 
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"  And  woman  too,  I  hope,"  said  Mar- 
tin with  his  usual  drawl. 

**  Depend  upon  it  then,  Gentlemen," 
interposed  Monk,  *'  you  will  only  clear 
the  way  for  a  master — and  make  a  rod 
for  your  own  backs. — You'll  have  a  king 
under  another  title — that's  all — and  mount 
the  Lieutenant  General  upon  your  shoul- 
ders." 

^'What!  What's  that?"  several  voices 
exclaimed  at  once. 

*'  I  mean  what  T  said,"  returned  the 
captain,  '*  and  mark,  if  my  w^ords  are  not 
true !" 

*'  Then  mark  me,"  said  Desborough, 
^*  for  the  first  time  joining  the  conversa- 
tion, he'll  find  he  has  more  to  satisfy  than 
he  thinks  of.  Tom  Syndercombe,  and 
Freeborn  Jack,  and  Wild  Harry,  and 
Titus,  mother  Allen's  relation,  are  tough 
fellows  to  deal  witli.  We're  not  stuff  to 
be  played  with.  And  I  tell  you,  young 
man,  I'm  one  of  his  relations — and  there 
is  Fleetwood  and  Ireton,  both  of  his  fa- 
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mily — as  it  were  flesh  and  blood  :  yet  if 
he  looks  that  way,  the  prospect  will  be  a 
bad  one.  S'death  haA^e  we  ? — I  tell  you, 
sir,  I  would  as  soon  cut  his  weazand  as 
another's." 

'^  Bravo!  Bravo!"  said  Joyce,  patting 
him  on  the  back,  "  that's  the  fellow  I  like. 
One  that  will  fire  blank  at  the  mark. 
But,  egod,  I  think  I  smoke  what  Captain 
Monii  means — I  think  he's  a  little  on  the 
see-saw  sometimes." 

'^  My  brother-in-law,"  rejoined  Des- 
borough,  '^  has  got  too  much  of  that 
d d   cant  about  '  seeking  the  Lord.' 

''  The  fellow  means  well ;  but  no  one 
believes  half  of  what  he  says." 

And  the  other  half,"  drawled  Martin, 
'-  no  one  can  understand." 

Sir  Harry  Vane  here  attempted  to 
interfere. — ^*  Sir  let  me  tell  you,  the  lan- 
guage of  the  elect " 

'*  The  elect?  Bah!"  interrupted  Hew- 
son,  ''you  don't  know  your  text.  Ask 
Hugh  Peters,  and  he'll  tell  you  what 
the  red  coats  are,  and  who's  Barrabbas." 
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Then  drawing  a  horse  pistol  from  his 
girdle,  *'  this  is  the  elect,  J  tell  you ; 
this  expounds  laws  and  ordinances.  Few 
can  do  it  better.  This  is  the  fellow,"  said 
he  holding  it  up,  "  that  shot  the  rascal 
who  wounded  John  Hampden — Bah!" 

'^  You  must  get  a  Getter  affidavit  for 
that  than  your  face,  Hewson,"  drawled 
Harry  Martin. — Bohi 

''  Well!  Well!"  ejaculated  Joyce, 
^'  you  may  say  what  you  please,  but  give 
me  the  man  that  will  stick  by  the  cause  : 
none  of  your  temporizers,  and  half  mea- 
sure men.  Such  a  man  as  Rainsborough, 
for  instance.  A  root  and  branch  man  ! 
There  was  no  flinching,  or  wavering 
about  him.  He  said  what  he  wanted  at 
once  :  a  smooth  table,  ray  boys.  Why,  he 
told  the  king  so  to  his  face  five  years  ago, 
while  Oliver  was  angling  after  a  blue 
ribband." 

''  A  red  one  would  suit  his  com- 
plexion best,"  interrupted  Martin  ;  "  but 
we  all  know  that  Rainsborough  was  in- 
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tended  for  our  head. — We've  lost  the  head 
and  so  we  noiust  put  up  with  the  rump  ; 
that's  all."— 

''  Perhaps  it's  best  as  it  is,  then,"  said 
Monk.  "  If  Rainsborough  had  lived  to 
have  his  own  way,  there  would  have  been 
as  many  scaffolds  as  tables  in  the  country. 
You  know  his  maxim  :  Halifax  law  for 
the  people,  and  military  law  for  the  red 
coats.  Your  smooth  tables  w^ould  cost 
some  blood,  Joyce." 

''  And  a  good  thing  too,  in  modera- 
tion :"  interrupted  Joyce.  ^'  As  the  ge- 
neral used  to  say,  if  people  are  so  mad  as 
not  to  see  their  own  interest,  they  must 
be  let  blood  till  they  do," 

''  Well,  sir  !*'  said  Brooke,  joining  in 
the  conversation,  '^  it  is  a  good  recipe 
for  cooling  loyalty. There's  the  bi- 
got Morrice,  as  mad  as  a  March  hare, 
with  his  principles  1  A  little  blood-letting 
would  do  him  no  harm." 

^'  Another  Ingolsby,  by  tliis  light !"  re- 
turned Joyce.    ''  I  hate  such  miik-sops. — 
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That  Morrice  is  a  fellow  who  mio^ht  have 
had  all  his  own  way,  and  been  head  of 
our  squad,  without  resistance." 

**  And  had  the  woman  he's  dying  by 
inches  for,  into  the  bargain,"  said  Brooke. 

''  The  d 1 !"  ejaculated  Martin:  he 

was  not  so  mad  ? — who  do  you  mean  ?" 

^*  Who  but  the  star  of  Yorkshire,"  re- 
turned Brooke,  "  Cottrell's  daughter  ? — 
Did  you  never  hear  it  ?  'Sdeath  !  they 
were  for  years  like  turtle-doves.  Nothing 
could  be  done  without  Colonel  Morrice. 
And  such  a  to-do  with  those  two  children 
of  his  by  the  first  wife — such  coaxing  and 
teaching,  and  walking  out  with  them  ; 
merely  to  meet  him." 

•'  The  happy  rascal !  So  he  refused  to 
liave  her — ?  " 

"  Not  exactly  so — but  she  only  waited 
the  asking." 

"  Well ;  and  he  asked  her,  of  course, 
and  every  thing  was  snug,  and  the  epi- 
thalamium  was  sung  and — " 

"  No.  His  principles,  forsooth,  were  in 
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the  way ;  and  so  they  mortified  each 
other  and  parted. 

''  How  I  hate  these  principled  chaps  !" 
said  Hewson. 

^^  A  common  fancy  of  the  unprincipled," 
retorted  Martin.  "'  But,  my  dear  fellow, 
I'm  more  in  the  dark  than  ever  with  the 
light  of  your  explanation. — What  do  you 
mean?  that  he  might  have  this  girl  so 
many  are  dying  for,  and  denied  himself?" 

''  Certainly." 

''  Then,  sink  me,  if  I'm  not  mistaken  in 
him.  I  always  thought  him  a  devilish 
brave,  clever,  dashing  fellow,  as  ever  put 
(m  doublet.  But  from  this  moment  he's 
down  in  my  books  for  a  fool.  What !  re- 
fuse the  finest  woman  in  Yorkshire  ?  Why, 
the  girl's  a  prodigy  !  Gentlemen,  you  know 
Vm  pretty  well  skilled  in  women — some- 
thing of  a  virtuoso  that  way  ;  but  I  never 
saw  one  to  equal  her.  By  this  hand,  it's  a 
luxury  to  look  at  her — and  I  only  tell  you, 
that  I  would  give  up  my  commission-^" 

*'  Oh,  that's  nothing. — Half  the  young 
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men  in  York^ire  would  do  tiiai.  There's 
my  Lord  Pulistoae  would  purcliase  ooet^ 
smile    with    all    his    ill-gotten    wealth. 
He  plagues  me  for  news  about  her  every 
day.'^ 

''  And  there's  my  friend  hej?e/'^  said 
Monk,  pointing  to  the  youug  oiScer 
near  him,  *•  would  go  through  fire  and 
water  for  her." 

''  ABdMorrice  refuse?'  resumed  Mar- 
tm.  ''  Sink  me,  if  i  can  understand  a  word 
of  it :  as  if  the  v/orid  was  not  made  to  h© 
eajoyed  !  And  such  a  model  of  a  woman 
too !  I  tell  yoii,  gentlemen,"  contlmMed  tjm 
Puritan  Giovanni,  warming  at  hi*  owa 
fancy,  **  I  would  part  with  one  of  my 
eyes  to  have  an  hour's  ttte-d-Ute  with 
her." 

•'  Forslvame!  ejaculated  Monk.  ''  Re^ 
collect  in  whose  house  you  are.  You  are 
iiot  at  Spring-gardens,  Harry  ;  uor  with 
Hugh  Peters  at  AVhitecimpel.  Her  fame  ii 
as  pure  as  her  complexion.  ' 

VOL,  II.  li 
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As  Monk  fervently  uttered  this,  a  ser- 
vant in  splendid  livery  entered  the  room, 
and  going  up  to  Desborough,  whispered 
in  his  ear. 

"  Want  me  ?"  he  said  surlily. 

*'  Yes,  general;  they  asked  first  for 
the  lieutenant-general,  but  he  being  away, 
they  wish  to  see  you." 

•'  What  the  deuce !"  muttered  the  peer 
in  petto  of  the  new  system,  "  what  the 
deuce  brings  them  at  this  unseasonable 
hour !  Who  are  they  ?" 

"  There  are  my  Lord  Cochran,  gene- 
ral, and  Colonels  Thelwal  and  Cobbett. 
The  other  I  do  not  know,  but  I  think  it  is 
Sir  Charles  Wolseley  of  Staffordshire." 

"  Oh !  some  of  the  old  story,"  grumbled 
Desborough.  '^  Very  well ! — Shew  them 
into  the  library.     Is  Thurloe  there  ?" 

"  No,  general." 

''  Then  call  him.  I  won't  have  no- 
thing: to  sav  to  them  without  a  wit- 
ness," 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  147 

Saying  this,  with  another  growl,  and 
a  bow  to  the  company,  strongly  partak- 
ing of  the  plough's  tail,  he  followed  the 
servant,  who  seemed  much  better  fitted 
to  be  master. 


It  2 
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CHAPTER  VII 

3o  passethj  in  the  passing  of  a  day 

Of  mortal  life  the  leaf,  the  bud,  the  floVr: 

Ne  more  doth  florish  after  first  decay. 

That  erst  was  sought  to  deck  both  bed  and  bowV 

Of  many  a  lady,  many  a  paramowre. 

Gather  therefore  the  rose  whilest  yet  is  prime. 

For  soon  comes  death,  that  will  her  pride  defiowre! 

Gather  the  rose  of  love,  while  yet  is  time, 

Whilest   loving  thou  mayest  loved  be  with   equal 

crime. 

Faerie  Queene. 

MoRRicE  still  remained  fastened  as  if  by 
a  witchy  spell  to  the  spot,  while  the  con- 
versation relating  tothewomaa  he  held  so 
dear,  was  resumed,  and  his  heart  beat 
audibly  at  every  fresh  praise. 

"  You  omitted  to  say,  Captain  Monk, 
that  her  goodness  equals  her  beauty,"'  ob- 
served Sir  Hugh  Cholmely,  the  Yorkshire 
baronet.  ''  The  country,  to  my  know- 
ledge, resounds  with  her  charities." 
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*^  And  she  is  as  modest  and  humble,' 
added  the  young  officer  by  Monk j  *'  as  if 
she  alone  were  blind  to  her  great  talents 
and  perfections. ' 

''  Gadsooks  !  you  take  away  my  breath, 
gentlemen/'  retorted  Martin  :  *'  you  leap 
at  the  stile  before  you  come  to  it.  I  meant 
no  scandal,  by  this  hand!  On  the  con- 
trary, I  believe  her  to  be  as  cold  as  snow. ' 

*'  And  as  chaste,  sir,"  impetuously  an- 
swered  the  young  oiiicer.  "  He  who  sa\  s 
otherwise  must  have  a  tilt  with  me,  iel 
me  tell  you..  Her  heart  is  as  warm  as 
her  exterior  is  cold.  She  has  a  tear  and 
a  sigh  for  a  beggar's  tale." 

**  Add  that  her  hand  is  as  open  as  her 
heart,"  said  Cholnieley. 

"  Slife!  gentlemen,"  drawled  the  buf- 
foon, '^  you  get  very  warm.  It's  very 
well  she  is  not  here,  or  we  might  see  ano- 
ther Troy  fired  by  another  Helen.  By 
this  hand,  I  gainsay  nothing  of  yenr 
praise.  You  kno>v  me,  gentlemen,  I 
think." 
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'*  Pretty  well,"  was  the  scoffing  reply. 

'•  Perhaps  better  known  than  trusted. 
But  no  matter.  Recollect  Fm  plunder- 
master- general,  as  the  royalists  call  me  ; 
and  they  shall  find  it  a  good  title  before  I 
have  done." 

"  Perhaps  your  commission  extends  to 
men's  ribs  as  well  as  their  chattels." 

*^  Certainly  :  why  not?  What's  that  to 
Haselrig's  snug  thing  at  Newcastle  ?  But, 
as  I  was  saying,  you  know  Fm  pretty  suc-r 
cessful  in  laying  siege  to  a  fair  fortress." 

There  was  a  oeneral  lauo:li. 

''  How  many  in  the  petticoat  regiment 
now,  Harry?"  was  asked. 

*'  Why  I  think  few  men  are  more  lucky 
with  the  ladies  than  me.  I  have  betted 
before  now  to  gain  any  woman  in  half  an 
hour  by  a  stop  watch,  and  the  odds 
against  me  ;  and,  notwithstanding,  I  would 
as  soon  attempt  to  make  love  to  a  statue 
as  to  this  Yorkshire  Dian.  Gadzooks ! 
her  large  black  eye  annihilates  one  !  Flow 
it  may  look   upon  those  she  loves  I  caur 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  151 

not  tell.  For  my  part,  I  never  \  enturect 
beyond  a  yea  and  nay.  Yes :  once  I  re- 
collect I  tried  something  warmer,  some- 
thing die-away ;  when,  gemini !  I  never 
shall  forget  her  look.  My  heart  felt  like  a 
stone  for  a  week  after." 

•'  A  just  tribute  to  virtue,"  observed 
Monk.  ''  The  girl's  a  miracle  !  andwliile 
she  or  her  husbsnd,  whoever  he  may  be, 
are  to  be  at  the  head  of  the  cause,  things 
will  go  well ;  at  least,  there  will  be  no 
excess.     One  can  depend  upon  her." 

"  You  forget  to  add,"  interrupted  Sir 
Hugh,  *'  what  a  lustre  the  cause  derives 
from  such  a  head.  Matilda  is  my  rela- 
tion ;  but  I  believe  few  women  at  her  age 
can  speak  seven  or  eight  languages  with 
iluency — a  mere  girl  of  eighteen  too  !  If 
we  can  marry  her  well,  we  may  match 
King  Matilda  against  King  Elizabeth." 

*'  And  that's  no  trifle,"  rejoined  Monk. 
*'  That  page  of  Queen  Bess  in  the  old 
system,  will  throw  us  a  little  into  shade." 

'^  Cut   it  out,   then  "  said  Hevvson. — - 
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'•  Bah  !  the  sword  settles  those  matters  di- 
rectly. What  do  we  want  with  learn- 
wg)  and  reason,  and  that  there  ?" 

"  Certainly  not :'  drawled  Martin ; 
'^  you  have  nothing  to  do  with  either^  and 
1  believe  never  had.  Ne  sntor  ultra  ere- 
pidam.  Learning's  all  leather  ;  all  car- 
nal, as  Sir  Harry  Vane  says  with  great 
propriety :  and  indeed  I  think  his  plan  of 
leaving  no  books  but  the  Bible  a  very 
good  one.  We  may  thus,  after  imitating 
Mahomet,  make  an  alliance  with  the 
great  Turk,  and  fight  against  Antichrist 
and  the  beast  ad  irrfmitum'' 

"•  You  could  but  keep  your  seraglio  and 
your  houris,  Harry,  as  you  do  now,''  said 
one  of  the  j  unior  officers . 

*•  Keep  ?  you  mistake  :  I  never  heard  that 
-word  applied  to  any  thing  loovse.  Gad- 
zooks!  is  Dr.  Dee  to  have  a  commission, 
signed,  sealed,  and  delivered  by  Gabriel  or 
Raphael,  I  don't  know  which,  for  as  many 
-women  as  he  likes,  and  t  not  ?  I  that  have 
got   the  spirit  too — and  the   mystery.— 
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and  a  call,  and  what  not?  Ask  Sir  Harry 
there,  if  a  man  may  not  have  seven 
xvives  towards  the  end  of  the  world.  By 
the  way,  since  we  are  on  the  subject  of 
wives,  allow  me  to  make  a  proposal. — 
Stay  !  First  I'll  give  you  a  toast  in  cha* 
ractcr:  *  Matilda,  our  lllly  of  Sharon.' — 
And  now,  gentlemen,  my  proposal  is,  that 
we  expressly  recommend  it  to  Cromwell 
to  marry  her.  You  know  he  must  make 
love  first,  and  win  before  he  wears." 

^^  You  speak  jestingly,  Martin,"  ob- 
served Monk  ;  ^^  but  there's  many  a  true 
word  spoken  in  jest,  and  I  think  it  would 
be  the  wisest  thing  he  ever  did." 

''  Bah  !"  ejaculated  Hewson;  *'  he  would 
'  seek  the  Lord'  to  all  eternity  before  he 
came  to  the  point." 

'^  Or  the  corkscrew  1"  drawled  Mar- 
tin. *'  I  wonder  whether  he  would  beirin 
the  attack  by  gradual  approach,  sap,  open 
battery,  or  mine.  I  think  he'd  funk  be- 
fore he  came  in  sight  of  the  breastwork 
as  he  did  at  Naseby.  What  are  you  laugh- 
h5 
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ing  at,  gentlemen  ?  Would  you  wish  a 
finer  conductor  of  flames  than  his  nose  ? 
Where  could  the  god  of  love  sit  astride 
and  be  more  at  his  ease  ?  Gadzooks  !  it  is 
a  rich  thought — a  very  rich  thought.  I 
think  I  see  him  courting  her  from  Solo- 
mon's Song,  comparing  her  nose  to  a 
tower,  her  eyes  to  fishpools,  and  her  teeth 
to  a  flock  of  sheep.  Only  fancy  her  large 
black  eye  fixed  disdainfully  upon  him  in 
the  midst  of  it.  By  Heavens,  a  rich 
thought !  And  then  his  ^  peradventures,' 
and  '  moreover  s,'  and  '  how  be  its. — '  " 

A  general  shout  of  laughter  interrupted 
the  speaker.  ''  For  God's  sake,  gentle- 
men," said  Monk,  recollect  where  you 
are.  Our  business  here,  it  is  true,  is  ra- 
ther of  a  boisterous  nature;  but  remem- 
ber, this  is  a  house  of  troubles,  and 
this  mirth  is  neither  decorous  nor  well 
placed.  That  w^as  a  terrible  affair — that 
of  Rainsborough.  By-the-bye,  Sir  Hugh, 
{  wished  to  ask  you  ;  can  you  tell  how  the 
colonel  and  his   daughter  bear  it?  Ire- 
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collect  that  I  have  not  seen  her  since  the 
affair." 

Sir  Hugh  Cholnieley  sighed,  but  said 
nothing. 

"  Poor  thing !"  continued  Monk  ;  '^  it 
must  have  been  a  terrible  shock  to  her." 

"  I  cannot  think  that,"  interrupted 
Brooke.  '^  I  know,  as  I  told  my  Lord 
Pulistone  yesterday,  that  she  has  never 
been  the  same  woman  since  she  and  Mor- 
rice  had  their  parting  quarrel — crying 
her  heart  out  like  a  child  by  herself,  in- 
stead of  shewing  disdain  like  a  girl  of 
spirit." 

'^  It  is  very  true,"  Sir  Hugh  said.  ^'  1 
have  taken  the  privilege  of  a  relation  to  tell 
her  so.  But  she  pretends  that  it  is  on  ac- 
count of  being  parted  from  his  children." 

"  By-the-bye,  what  became  of  those 
fme  children  of  Morrice's?"  interrupted 
Monk — ^'  that  was  a  noble  curly-headed 
boy." 

*'  I  believe  they  were  sent,  on  his  wife's 
death ,^  to  a  clergyman  ;  some  relation  in 


156  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

Devonshire,"  replied  Brooke.  ^*  I  onlr 
know  tliat  losing  them  is  a  mere  pretext 
on  the  part  of  the  lady.  And  as  to  Rains- 
borough,  it  is  Kot  very  likely.  .  By  the 
way,  have  you  observed  nothing  lately?" 
he  continued,  lowering  his  voice  :  ''  there 
is  some  mystery  in  her  absence^  depend 
upon  it.     Did  yon  remark  her  father?" 

^' Hush  !"  said  two  or  three  voices  in 
the  same  lowered  key.  ''  There's  a  step 
coming." 

The  door  cow  opened,  and  recalled  Mor- 
rice's  scattered  thoughts — astonished — 
agonized — transported — from  the  Waking 
dream  in  which  he  .stood.  He  started, 
jind  almost  gave  a  cry ;  for  the  person 
who  entered  w^as  Colonel  Cottrell.  He 
could  scarcely  believe  his  eyes.  Till  the 
conversation  suggested  otherwise,  he  had 
imagined  him  to  be  at  a  considerable  dis- 
tance from  Pontelract,  and  while  the 
}>arty  rose  to  salute  him,  he  had  full  op- 
portunity of  remark.  He  was  then  in 
the   house  of    that  man  who  had  been 
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his  bosom  friend — whom  his  heart,  in 
spite  of  party,  still  proclaimed  so — per- 
haps under  the  same  roof  Vvith  Matilda 
Cottrell,  Avliose  image  haunted  him  wak- 
ing and  sleeping.  The  colonel  was  mnch 
altered.  His  face  was  pale,  his  eye  sunk, 
and  his  forehead  more  indented  than  usual 
with  marks  of  watching  and  anxiety. 
What  a  sight  for  the  eye  of  a  man  who 
believed  himself  the  autlior  of  this  chansre! 
He  was  drest  in  a  complete  mourning 
,suit,  which  added  to  the  deep  forlorn  me- 
lancholy of  his  appearance.  It  appeared 
that  he  brought  some  intelligence,  as  the 
party  rose  imuiediately  on  what  he  said, 
and  prepared  to  depart.  Morrice  retired 
into  a  closet,  and  wTiited  till  the  last  fare- 
well was  exchanged,  resolving  to  throw 
himself  on  the  honour  and  good  faith  of 
liis  former  friend.  Had  a  spectre  crossed 
his  path,  he  could  not  have  been  more 
staggered  and  astonished  than  when  Mor- 
rice, walking  up  to  the  table  on  which  he 
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was  leaning  in  a  pensive  attitude,  inter- 
rupted his  solitary  reverie. 

''  Colonel  Cottrell/'  he  said,  with  a  voice 
broken  by  emotion,  and  his  hands  out- 
stretched in  the  attitude  of  entreatv,  '•  ac- 
cident  has  brought  me  under  your  roof. 
I  seek  no  mercy  at  your  hands — perhaps 
in  your  eyes  I  deserve  none — I  am  your 
prisoner.  If  angry  resentment  prevail 
over  the  yearnings  of  a  yet  unhealed  dis- 
union, over  the  broken  records  which  me- 
mory must  retain  of  better,  serener  hours, 
yield  to  its  suggestions ;  you  have  the 
means  of  gratifying  it  even  to  surfeit :  but 
if  I  read  that  noble  heart  more  rightly, 
you  will  decide  from  a  diiferent  impulse, 
and  instead  of  a  prisoner  suffer  me  to  be 
a  guest.' 

Cottrell  waved  his  hand,  and  turned 
away. 

"  A  guest  till  morning !  I  am  ignorant 
of  the  way.  The  road  is  beset  by  my 
enemies.  Give  me  shelter  till  morning, 
and  I  ask  no  more." 
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Cottrell  still  remained  silent. 

'^  Is  it  possible,"  continued  Morrice, 
with  rising  emotion,  and  pointing  pas- 
sionately to  the  arch  smiling  face  of  his 
daughter's  portrait,  '^  that  I  can  want 
protection  within  sight  of  a  shrine  like 
that :  that  I  can  implore  so  small  a  boon, 
and  be  denied  ?  Look  on  it,  colonel,  and 
fororet  and  forsjive  !'' 

The  groan  of  Cottrell  at  this  seemed  to 
come  from  the  bottom  of  his  soul.  An 
hysterical  suffocating  sob  rose  to  the 
throat  of  Morrice.  He  rushed  forward, 
and  tried  to  seize  his  late  friend's  hand  ; 
but  Cottrell  started  back  with  an  instinc- 
tive shudder.  He  strove  to  speak,  but  the 
words  seemed  to  adhere  to  his  throat  ;  at 
last,  making  an  effort  to  calm  his  voice, 
he  faultered  out : 

"  I  am  sorry  for  this  chance.  Colonel 
Morrice — it  is  not  proper — I  am  not  in  a 
mood  to  take  part  in  a  scene — I  had  hoped 
we  should  never  meet  again." 
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lie  paused  a  moment,  he  grew  paler, 
and  his  lip  trembled.    He  then  resumed  : 

''  Colonel  Morrice,  were  I  to  do  my 
duty  in  the  same  rigid  manner  as  you 
have  done  yours — in  defiance  of  remorse 
— at  the  expence  of  humanity — I  might 
be  acquitted  for  delivering  you  up  to  those 
who  seek  your  life.', 

"  Good  God  !  what  bitter  voice  of  ac* 
cusation  is  this  ?"  interrupted  Morrice. 
*'  Hear  my  vindication — Misled  by  the 
use  of  the  king's  name  (in  common  with 
the  best  and  greatest  men)  I  joined  your 
party — ^Was  I  to  persevere,  when  the  fa- 
tal truth  was  disclosed,  aad  the  secret 
order  given  to  fire  upon  my  sovereign  as 
on  a  common  man — Was  I — " 

''  Colonel  Morrice,"  retorted  Cottrell 
abruptly,  "  I  vvish  to  hear  no  vindication. 
According  to  your  faith  you  may  be  right. 
On  your  principles  the  king  had  a  right 
to  re-possess  his  stolen  property  when  he 
pleased,  and  how.    I  pretend  not  to  judge 
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}t>u — I  leave  it  to  your  own  conscience. 
All  that  I  can  judge  is,  Uiat  I  felt  the 
blow,  and  might  be  excused  for  retorting 
it.  But  the  name  of  Cottrell  .shall  pass 
unpolluted  to  the  grave.  You  are  at  li- 
berty to  retire.  More  1  cannot  offer.  The 
paths  of  our  orbits  clash  together,  Colonel 
Morrice  ;  and  under  this  roof — there  arc 
reasons  for  it — appalling  ones — you  can- 
not, must  not  remain." 

Morrice  remained  speechless  with  emo- 
tion. A  terrible  thought  flashed  across 
his  imagination.  He  glanced  over  the 
mourning  dress  of  his  late  friend,  and  his 
sorrow-stricken  countenance,  and  shud- 
dered as  with  an  ague. 

"  But  one  word,  colonel,"  he  cried  : 
'but    one   word:    Matilda — where    is 

bhe  r 

Cottrell  dashed  his  hand  against  his 
forehead. — There  was  a  terrible  pause  : 
but  pride  came  to  the  father's  relief,  and 
with  a  stifled  voice  he  replied  : 

*'  If  by  Matilda,  sir,  you  mean  the  wi- 
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flow  of  General  Rainsborough,  you  are 
now  beneath  her  roof." 

'•'  Great  God  !"  interrupted  Morrice 
with  a  loud  shriek,  ''  what  is  it  you  say? 
What  horror  have  you  conjured  up? — 
You  cannot  mean  it — repeat  the  words  : 
my  ears  ring,  and  I  distinguish  nothing.'' 

''  I  spoke,"  replied  Cottrell,  evidently 
affected,  but  stifling  his  emotion  under 
assumed  solemnity.  "  I  spoke,  sir,  of 
Mrs.  General  Rainsborough,  my  daugh- 
ter, whose  house  this  is.  I  spoke  of  a 
wife  and  widow,  without  a  bridal  bed  : — 
one  day  following  her  husband  to  the 
altar — on  the  next,  weeping  over  his 
corpse.  Let  your  heart  speak  of  the 
bridal  present  you  made  her,  or  let  Don- 
caster  witness  it." 

Morrice  stood  stupified,  gazing,  like  a 
maniac,  on  the  speaker  ;  and  then  ulter- 
ed,with  a  swimming  confusion  of  thought, 
scarcely  knowing  what  he  said— ^'  Then, 
she  stooped  to  malice  and  pique — she 
married  to  be  revenged — " 
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"  No,  sir,"  proudly  interrupted  Cot- 
trell — '^  you  slander  her.  My  daughter 
is  as  steady  in  principle  as  admirable  in 
talent.  No,  sir ;  she  sacrificed  herself, 
as  she  always  does,  to  others — she  sacri- 
ficed herself  to  the  benefit  of  her  friends, 
and  the  desire  of  her  father." 

"  Oh,  God !  what  have  I  done  to  bear 
this?"  ejaculated  Morrice.  ''But  she 
sacrificed  herself,"  he  continued,  catching 
at  the  thought — '*  she  sacrificed  herself — 
you  said  that — the  angel — " 

''  Sir,"  interrupted  Cottrell,  '^  I  have 
said  so,  and  will  not  recant  my  words. 
This  is  no  time  for  paltry  refinements. — 
She  loved  you — doated  on  you — and  this 
was  the  manner  you  repaid  it.  Colonel 
Morrice  ;  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  her 
head,  by  returning  evil  for  good.  Sir, 
you  must  bear  the  sting  you  have  in- 
Hicted.  I  will  not  diso;uise  the  truth. 
There  was  a  time  when  she  implored  me 
to  desert  active  life,  and  live  with  you,  at 
§  distance  from  the  troubles  of  politics.  At 
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the  moment  when  I  assented— when  jshs 
was  occupied  with  this,  and  exhausting 
plans — the  darling — for  the  future  benefit 
of  your  children  : — nay,  sir,  you  must 
fiear  it — that  was  the  moment  you  chose 
for  tlie  first  deadly  blow  you  struck  at  her, 
through  me.  Was  there  none  but  Colo- 
nel Morrice's  hand  to  deal  it  ?  None,  in 
the  wide  world  ?  What  followed,  has 
been  in  character.  It  was  fit  that  he.who 
destroyed  the  father,  should  destroy  the 
husband.  It  was  fit  that  he  who  beat 
down  one  prop  of  her  life,  and  struck  at 
the  corner  stone  of  the  building,  should 
brino'  the  whole  to  the  g-round.  It  is  as 
lit  that  you  come  now  to  trample  over  the 
ruins  you  have  caused." 

*'  Kill  me  !  torture  me  !"  cried  Morrice, 
with  unutterable  agony.  '^  I  deserve  it 
w^ell.  But  where  is  she — let  me  see  her, 
the  injured  one?  Let  me  implore  her 
pardon,  and  grovel  in  the  dust  before 
her — let  her  impose  her  conditions.  I  am 
a  child;  and  will  be  what  she  wills — will 
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desert  ail  things,  and  tear  up  the  past 
Irooi  my  memory.  Only  let  me  see  her,  1 
ask  no  more — once  more  to  see  her. — 
You  have  feelings,  sir — you  have  feelinga. 
— If  you  deny  it,  my  heart  will  break  be- 
fore you." 

"  It  is  too  late.  Colonel  Morrice,"  said 
Cottrell,  with  an  equal  agony,  though 
repressed  by  \vounded  pride.  ''  It  is  toio 
late  !  The  fatal  secret  has  been  hitherta 
concealed,  but  it  must  be  known.  In  the 
inidst  of  this  boisterous  house  I  dared  not 
utter  it.  But  I  confide  it  first  to  you.  It  is 
retribution  which  brings  you  to  be  it's  first 
ciepositaiy.  There  is  no  longer  a  Matilda 
now,  for  me  to  idolize — for  you  to  regret 
and  deplore.  I  know  not  how  you  may 
bear  the  knowledge.  You  are  a  stoic, 
jiiid  may  resist  the  shock  ;  but  I  am 
brokea  by  it,  and  the  tomb  will  soon  re- 
ceive the  fragments  of  this  shattered  body. 
Sir,  my  daugliter  had  the  spirit  of  a  Lacy 
in  her,  and  could  not  bear  to  be  trampled 
Qii.  She  has  been  missing  three  days  froia 
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this  house." — Cottrell  sobbed  as  he  spoke 
— ''  It  was  but  yesterday  we  discovered 
traces  of  her.  At  the  edge  of  the  canal, 
in  the  park,  Colonel  Morrice,  w^e  found 
her  veil  and  shawl.  Those  are  the  only 
relics  of  Matilda  Cottrell !" 

The  groan  which  Morrice  gave,  as 
Cottrell  uttered  this,  was  like  the  parting 
of  soul  and  body.  His  eyes  were  glazed 
—a  stifled  gurgling  rose  to  his  throat. — 
"  I  have  murdered  her  ! — I — I  "  —  he 
shrieked,  and  fell  headlong  on  the  floor ! 

When  the  unhappy  colonel  revived,  he 
found  himself  emaciated  and  enfeebled, 
upon  his  own  bed,  in  Pontefr act  Castle. 
Of  the  manner  in  which  he  came  there,  he 
had  not  the  most  confused  idea — nor  of  the 
interval  that  had  passed ;  so  terrible  had 
been  the  shock  which  his  senses  had  sus- 
tained. But  as  soon  as  he  was  able  to 
receive  answ^ers  to  his  enquiries,  he  was 
given  to  understand  that  he  was  just  re- 
covered from  a  three  weeks'  fever,  at- 
tended with   a    raging    delirium,    from 
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which  notliin<^'  but  unconimon  skill,  and 
unremitting  attention  had  saved  him - 
As  to  the  manner  in  whicii  he  had  re- 
turned to  them,  his  friends  only  knew 
that,  early  one  morning,  he  was  brought 
in  a  covered  litter,  and  in  an  insensible 
state,  by  a  small  party  of  Rainsborough's 
dragoon*. 
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CHAPTER  Vni. 

On  the  other  side  the  assieg-ed  castle  ward 
Their  stedfast  stondes  did  mightily  maintaine ; 
And  manye  bold  repulse  and  rnanye  harde 
Atchievements  wrought  with  peril  and  with  payne, 
TJiat  goodly  frame  from  ruine  to  sustayne. 

Faerie  Quetne. 
On  both  sides,  slaughter  and  gigautic  deeds. 

Paradise  Lout. 

There  was  a  re-acting  spring  in  the 
organization  of  Morrice's  mind,  which 
prevented  its  subjection  to  one  tyrannical 
association  ;  often  producing  by  the  warp- 
ed tension  of  one  string  that  hypochon- 
dria which  at  times  drives  forward  the 
strongest  minds  to  take  shelter  in  mad- 
ness. This  was  an  unconquerable  sense 
of  duty.  Though  not  professing  himself 
to  be  a  philosopher,  this  strong  govern- 
ing   power    within     restrained    the   in- 
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ternal  workings  of  his  agony  from  shew- 
ing themselves  on  the  external  index  of 
his  countenance.  Victor  of  himself,  and 
fully  imbued  with  the  idea  that  earth 
was  only  made  for  Virtue's  trial,  he  took 
care  to  discover  no  symptoms  of  abate- 
ment in  energetic  devotion  to  the  cause 
lie  had  espoused.  Well  was  it  for  him 
that  there  was  little  time  left  for  the  in- 
dulj^ence  of  resrret  or  remorse.  There 
was  now  a  most  serious  call  upon  the 
royalists  to  prove  the  deep-founded  prin- 
ciples of  their  staunchness  and  fidelity. — 
As  the  Mercurius  Britannicus  exultingiy 
said — "■  Cromwell  is  there.  Let  us  see 
now  who  will  dare  to  w  ag  a  finger  against 
him.''  It  was  no  trifling  storm  which  the 
giant  mound  of  Pontefract  was  going  to 
sustain.  The  model  of  successful  despots 
had  mounted  his  war  chariot,  and  came 
breathinsr  venoeance  both  for  the  loss  of 
liainsborough,  and  the  disgrace  his  party 
had  sustained.  In  his  wrath,  he  had 
•worn  that  he  would  eradicate  the  very 

VOL.  II.  I 


170  PONTEFKACT    CASTLE. 

memory  of  the  offenders.  On  his  arrival, 
Sir  Edw  ard  Rhodes  and  Sir  Hugh  Chol- 
lijeleVj  who  had  vainl}^  endeavoured  to 
reduce  the  royalists,  on  Rainsborough's 
death,  surrendered  to  the  gieat  chief  of 
revolution  the  truncheon  of  command. 
In  the  tumult  of  the  military  manoeuvres, 
assaults  and  sallies,  which  the  fearless 
garrison  set  on  foot,  Morrice  endeavoured, 
and  not  w^ithout  success,  to  drown  the 
agony  of  his  recollections.  Wherever  a 
desperate  enterprize  was  to  be  under- 
taken, he  was  the  first  to  shew  himself  in 
the  van.  IMany  were  the  brilliant  ex« 
ploits  and  heroic  achievements  whicli 
signalized  the  warriors  of  either  party  ; 
but,  as  they  do  not  accelerate  this  story, 
the  great  mass  of  them  are  left  for  the 
celebration  of  some  more  competent  his- 
torian. Unequal  to  the  task,  permission 
will  be  conceded,  I  hope,  to  the  humble 
compiler  of  this  narrative  to  avoid  the  de- 
tail. There  is,  how^ever^  one  event  which 
happened  during  that  warfare,  attended? 
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with  circumstances  so  extraordinary,  and 
so  deeply  connected  with  the  progress  of 
the  story,  as  to  demand  commemoration  ; 
particularly,  as  a  sedulous  veil  was  thrown 
over  it  (no  doubt  with  express  command 
from  the  triumphant  party,)  by  the  diur- 
nal s  of  the  times. 

The  royalists  considering  themselves 
not  sufficiently  supplied  with  provisions 
for  a  lons^  sie^-e,  it  came  to  the  ear  of 
Morrice,  Uiat,  at  the  village  of  Knotting- 
ley,  about  three  miles  from  the  cavstle, 
there  was  a  convoy  of  three  hundred 
head  of  cattle,  coming  from  the  Scotch 
borderers  to  the  assistance  of  their  bro- 
iher  covenanters.  He  was  sriven  to  under- 
stand  that  they  were  under  guard  of  two 
troops  of  horse.*'     Taking  with  him  Cap- 


*  Captain   Thomas  Paulden,  one  of  the  parties 
concerned,  gives  an  account  of  this  border-foray  so 
illustrative  of  the  manners  of  the  times  agreeing  very 
nearly  with  the  above.— P.  P. 
I  2 
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tain  Thomas  Paiilden,  (his  brother  Wil- 
liam Paulden  being  then  ill  of  a  fever,) 
Austwicke  and  Blackburne,  he  headed  a 
picked  troop  of  forty  horse  and  sixty  foot, 
arming  the  latter  with  short  hand  pikes, 
to  drag  the  cavalry  from  their  horses,  and 
stood  ready  prepared  to  issue  from  the 
castle  by  night-fall. 

The  governor  had,  v^ith  his  usual  mili- 
tary skill,  possessed  himself  of  a  strong- 
built  house  belonging  to  the  family  of  the 
Pierrepoints,  called  New  Hall,  on  the 
south  side  of  the  castle.  This  building, 
which  was  about  two  musket  shots  from 
the  walls,  he  had  garrisoned  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  cover  a  sally  port,  which  he 
constantly  kept  open,  on  that  side  of  the 
castle.  About  midnight  the  party  march- 
ed out  of  the  fortress  at  the  issue  above 
described.  They  proceeded  for  some 
time  without  the  least  opposition  ;  and, 
arriving  at  Knottingley,  came  up  with 
the  convoy,  and,  after  a  short  skirmish, 
totally   dispersed   it       A    sraall    portioa 
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of  the  infantry  were  sent  on  to  drive  the 
cattle  to  the  castle,  while  the  rest  made 
face  against  the  enemy,  in  order  to  coun- 
teract all  chance  of  rescue.  However, 
the  discomfited  troops  did  not  dare  to 
charge  their  dashing  adversary  ;  and  the 
cavaliers  findins:  there  was  nothing:  left 
to  oppose  them,  returned  in  loose  array 
towards  Pontefract,  rejoicing  in  the  usual 
happy  fortune  of  their  governor.  And, 
indeed,  there  was  some  reason  for  it — for 
at  the  time  they  first  occupied  the  castle, 
it  was  scarcely  provisioned  for  a  month's 
siege  ;  but,  by  dint  of  perpetual  har- 
rying parties,  some  of  them  extending  as 
far  as  Carlisle,  they  had  now  collected  suf- 
ficient for  a  year's  resistance.  Riding  on- 
ward, in  this  careless  manner,  they  had 
reached  the  remains  of  the  old  bridge  from 
whence  Pontefract  derives  its  name  ; 
when,  on  turning  the  ruins  of  an  old 
Saxon  wall,  Morrice's  horse  stumbled 
over  some  loose  flints  which  had  fallen 
from  the  relaxing  bond  of  the  mortar.    As 
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he  caught  the  bridle,  with  a  quick  check, 
to  recover  his  horse,  a  strange  grasp  was 
laid  upon  it ;  and,  turning  short  round, 
he  beheld  the  <j:oroon  features  of  Dame 
Allen,  glaring  over  the  wall.  He  had 
never  so  particularly  remarked  her  fea- 
tures before ;  but  he  now  thought,  as  he 
beheld  them,  disjunct  from  the  rest  of  her 
body  by  the  intervention  of  the  wall,  that 
he  had  never  seen  any  thing  so  little  like 
human.  Her  wild  shrill  voice,  wdiicli  sa- 
luted him  at  the  same  moment  as  her 
hand  griped  his  bridle,  was  in  perfect 
unison  with  her  face. 

"  Return  the  same  way  thou  camest, 
John  Morrice  !  The  children  of  the  devil 
and  Amalek  are  at  hand.  xA.nd  there  be 
some  anion 2:  them  who  bear  thee  no  2:ood 
will.  Back  !  ere  ye  be  spoiled  as  Shalman 
spoiled  Betharbel  in  the  day  of  battle  ; 
ere  the  slaughter  of  the  rock  of  Horeb  be 
renewed:  and  there  be  a  mourning  for 
thee  as  for  the  good  Josiah  in  the  valley  of 
Hadradrimmon.     Back!    the   Egyptians 
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are   upon   thee;   and  the  crooked  riveir 
dragon  is  at  hand/' 

Monice,  though  startled,  was  turning  to 
address  his  strange  monitor  with  advice  to 
go  home,  and  had  removed  lier  veiny  yel- 
low hand  from  the  bridle  of  his  snorting 
horse,  when  a  glance  darted  to  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  road  showed  him  that  the 
warnino*  was  true.  At  the  distance  ojl  a 
quarter  of  a  mile,  that  road  formed  an 
elbow,  inclining  upwards  w'ith  a  gentle 
slope.  A  light  flashing  attracted  his  eye 
there ;  and  by  keeping  it  fixed  upon  the 
intervals  between  the  strasr^rlins:  trees 
that  rose  above  the  hedge  of  the  road, 
the  passage  of  a  party  of  horse  was  per- 
ceived. A  sVioht  rain  havinsr  fallen  in 
the  morning,  there  arose  no  dust  to  render 
the  object  indistinct.  Indeed,  a  few  se- 
conds decided  the  matter  ;  for  the  head 
of  the  enemy's  party  hitherto  concealed  by 
trees,  debouched  on  the  open  road,  and 
began  descending  the  slope  directly  oppo- 
site the  spot  where  the  cavaliers  rode.   As 
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soon  as  the  horse  had  cleared  the  elbow 
of  the  defile,  which  they  did  at  a  walking 
pace,  and  in  long  array,  a  strong  column 
of  infantry  followed  in  regular  order,  ap- 
parently accompanied  by  two  small  pieces 
of  ordnance.     The  old  woman  who  had 
given  Morrice  warning,  pointed  to  them 
with  a  yell,  and  hobbling  away  was  lost 
from  view,  behind  some  matted   tufts  of 
brambles  and   furze.     The  way   of  the 
enemy  lay  through  a  patch  of  common 
land,  by  striking  to  the  right  of  which  it 
was  possible  to  get  behind  the   Colonel 
and  cut  oif  his  retreat  to  the  castle  :  and 
this  appeared  to  be  their  intention.    Mor- 
rice immediately  sent  Paulden  to  order 
Blackburne  and  Austwicke,  who  were  in 
front,  to  halt :  while  himself  hastily  recon- 
noitred the  nature  of  the  ground.     Find- 
ing that  the  position  in  which  he  stood  was 
commanded  on  every  side  by  the  adjoin- 
ing slope  which  the  republicans  had  oc- 
cupied, and  that  there  was  a  little  hill  be- 
hind him  of  nearly  equal  height,  he  im- 
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mediately  retired  to  that,  and  made  the 
necessary  dispositions  for  resistance.  An 
irregular  strip  of  common  land,  which 
lay  on  each  side  of  the  enemy's  road,  was 
dotted  with  ruofo;ed  masses  of  broom  and 
box  ;  the  intervals  between  which  were 
filled  up  with  patches  of  dried  stubble 
and  spear  grass,  with  scarcely  a  spot  of 
green  turf.  On  one  side  was  a  plantation 
of  young  firs,  interspersed  wdth  the 
Cocculus  Indicus  and  Laburnum,  from 
liie  midst  of  which  peeped  forth  the  white 
f^tone  lodge  of  some  proprietor's  park; 
while  the  opposite  side  was  compactly 
closed  by  a  straggling  thicket  of  oak  and 
ash  matted  with  underwood,  and  overrun 
with  wood-bine,  and  the  hedge  parasite. 
x\t  the  extreme  line  of  the  road,  where  the 
common  took  its  widest  sweep,  a  longi- 
tudinal, grassy  ridge  of  considerable, 
heiiiht  but  broken  here  and  there  into 
separate  hillocks,  continued  flanking  it 
for  about  thirty  or  forty  paces.  Morrice's 
resolution  was  immediately  formed.  He 
I  5 
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sent  forward  two  parties  of  ten  men  each 
to  line  the  sides  of  the  enemy's  road, 
behind  the  bushes  and  straggling  trees  ; 
with  orders  to  reserve  their  fire  till  the 
van  of  the  enemy  had  passed.  At  the 
same  time,  he  commissioned  Austwicke 
with  a  few  men  to  obtain  possession  of 
the  lodge,  while  himself  halted  with  the 
main  body  consisting  of  about  thirty 
horse  and  twenty  foot,  having  the  extreme 
flanks  of  this  little  army  en  appui  with 
the  bushes  and  matted  thicket  before  de- 
scribed. In  a  short  time  after  making  his 
arrangement,  the  colonel  observed  two  of 
the  enemy's  cuirassiers,  who  from  their 
dress  appeared  like  chiefs,  riding  forward 
to  reconnoitre  his  position.  One  of  them 
a  stout  thick-necked  man,  whose  careless 
dress  and  heavy  armour,  shewed  he  was 
bred  to  camps,  was  very  conspicuous.  He 
wore  a  drab  mantle,  with  a  quilted  jer- 
kin, and  doublet  of  the  same.  Over  all 
was  a  back  and  breast  cuirass,  and  steel 
euisses  descending  to   the  knees,  nearly 
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in  contact  with  a  pair  of  very  wide  boots 
of  bulf  coloured  leather.  Ilis  whole  ap- 
pearance was  not  much  unlike  Salvator's 
banditti ;  but  if  a  pair  of  brass  horse, 
pistols  at  the  belt,  harmonized  with 
that  character,  it  was  belied  by  the  for- 
ma! clerical  cut  of  his  band,  and  quaker- 
looking  hat. 

This  horseman  to  w  hom  the  rest  seem- 
ed to  pay  a  great  respect,  rode  a  few 
paces  in  advance  of  the  main  body  ;  and 
raising  himself  in  the  stirrups,  began  to 
examine  the  amount  and  quality  of  the 
opposing  force.  Then  conferring  for  a 
second  or  two  with  his  companion,  the 
latter  rode  off  full  gallop  towards  the  rear. 
Morrice's  military  eye,  followed  these  in- 
dications with  precision.  He  immediately 
drew  his  inference,  and  took  measures  to 
counteract  their  purport.  But  he  had 
liardly  issued  orders  for  a  small  part  of 
the  reserved  horse  to  proceed  to  xVust- 
wicke's  assistance  at  the  lodge ;  when  a 
messasre  arrived  from  the  lieutenant  do- 
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manding  support,  and  stating  that  he 
was  on  the  point  of  being  dislodged  by  a 
strong  assailant  force.  In  a  second  after, 
a  broad  volume  of  flame  rising  in  that  di- 
rection accompanied  by  reiterated  vol- 
leys of  musquetry,  gave  evidence  to  the 
fury  of  the  struggle.  The  colonel  remark- 
ing this,  was  on  the  point  of  increasing  the 
number  of  the  assaulted  party  by  ano- 
ther detachment  from  his  little  army, 
when  he  observed  the  enemy's  main 
body,  to  the  amount  of  at  least  six  hun- 
dred men,  horse  and  foot,  separating 
into  three  columns,  having  horse  be- 
tween the  intervals,  and  cheered  on  by 
the  officers,  advancing  rapidly  towards 
him. 

Morrice  encouraaino;  his  men  to  stand 
firm,  and  to  not  be  daunted  by  superior 
numbers,  recommended  all  to  reserve 
their  fire  till  the  second  column  had  come 
within  the  range  of  the  musketeers  sta- 
tioned behind  the  bushes.  The  parlia- 
mentarians still  advanced,  sinsins,  in  cho- 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  181 

rus  the  first  psalm,  ^'  Why  do  the  hea- 
then rage :"'  but  when  within  thirty  or 
forty  paces  stopped  and  shouted, 'as  if 
astonished  at  the  temerity  of  so  small  a 
body  attempting  to  retain  their  ground. 
But  they  were  not  allowed  the  time  to 
pause  long.  The  discharge  of  a  pistol 
was  heard  in  the  direction  of  their  rear, 
and  in  a  moment  after  the  bushes  on  the 
flank  of  the  enemy's  van  appeared  on 
fire,  with  the  shoit  quick  iiasli  of  well 
directed  carbines.  The  front  column 
thus  ilnding  itself  turned,  immediately 
fell  back  upon  the  second,  causing  in- 
finite confusion  and  loss  ;  for  a  steady  fire 
being  kept  up  at  the  same  time  from  Mor- 
rice's  main  corps,  they  were  raked  at 
once  ii\  fro  :t  and  dank.  The  first  and 
second  ranks  of  the  infantry  were  nearly 
annihilated.  Morrice  lost  no  time  to 
profit  by  the  confusion,  which  so  unan- 
ticipated a  salute  produced  ;  but  putting 
himself  at  the  head  of  his  thirty  heavy 
armed  cavaliers,  whom  he  had  retained 
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in  reserve,  gave  amidst  answering  cheers 
the  old  word  of  victory  ;  ^^  St.  George 
and  merry  England !"  and  dashed  in 
among  the  broken  ranks.  But  he  soon 
experienced  that  the  military  skill  he  ex- 
hibited on  that  memorable  day  was  op- 
posed by  no  ordinary  mind,  and  counter- 
acted by  nothing  short  of  a  master  hand. 
The  chord  he  smote  immediately  vi- 
brated a  reponse ;  the  ball  he  struck 
was  returned  with  the  same  prompt  en- 
ergy, and  experienced  precision  ;  and  it 
was  manifest  that  the  result  would  not  be 
easily  determined.  If  one  party  was  in- 
ferior in  number  ;  the  other  was  taken  by 
surprise  :  and  to  compensate  by  skill  for 
either  disadvantage  was  the  unremitting 
effort  of  both. 

The  colonel,  not  without  military  ad- 
miration, beheld  the  quaker-looking  chief 
with  his  eye  upon  every  point — miiltiply- 
ing-  himself  bv  his  exertion — restorin2:or- 
der — encouraging  the  bold — menacing 
the  timid^ — joking    vrith   some — rallying 
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others^  and  arresting  the  flyers  with  the 
point  of  the  sword.  But  if  iu  the  colonel, 
the  professional  habits  of  a  soldier  were 
gratified,  his  mortification  was  not  slight 
to  iind  his  already  half-secured  retreat 
to  Pontefract  rendered  a  matter  of  doubt. 
The  battle  was,  indeed,  to  fight  again, 
and  with  less  advantas^e  in  reo-ard  to 
position,  on  the  part  of  Morrice ;  for  the 
enemy's  force,  condensing  its  two  un- 
broken columns  with  the  disordered  frag- 
ments of  the  first,  and  yielding  slowly 
before  his  charge,  had  retreated  before 
him  up  the  opposing  slope,  and  now  stood 
confronting  him  in  a  compact  square, 
flanked  by  two  lines  of  horse.  Their 
left  was  still  partly  en  appui  with  the 
light  continued  fence  of  the  young  planta- 
tion, and  partly  with  the  longitudinal 
ridge  observed  by  Morrice  at  a  distance, 
which,  on  near  approach,  appeared  to  be 
either  a  barrow  or  a  mound  thrown  u[) 
over  the  slain  in  some  past  battle.  Both 
leaders  now  re-collected  their  resources  for 
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a  terminating  grapple  ;  and  there  ensued 
a  wild  pause,  like  that  of  the  hurricane  be- 
fore it  comes  sweeping  by  in  its  strength ; 
when  a  new  incident  gave  a  fresh  turn  to 
the  contest.     A   discharge  of  arms  was 
heard  at  the  extreme  left  flank  of  the  ene- 
my's compact  square.     The  sound  was  a 
note   of  triumph  for   Morrice.     It  came 
from  xlustwicke,  who,  having  mastered 
the  detachment  sent  to  oppose  him  at  the 
lodge,    had   fallen    unexpectedly   on   the 
foe's  rear  with  the  whole   of  his  disen- 
gaged force.      A  flinching  in   the  front 
ranks  immediately  appeared ;  and  Mor- 
rice  did   not   sufler  it   to    subside,    but 
again  heading  his  select  troop  of  horse, 
broke  with  the  force  of  lightning  into  the 
midst  of  the  wavering  square.     The  con- 
fusion  which  ensued   was   irremediable. 
The  front  and  rear  ranks  broken  at  the 
same  time,  rushed  with  wild  precipitation 
on  the  centre,  and  the  right  being  still 
raked  by  a  flank  fire  from  the  bushes,  all 
were  mixed  pell-mell  together.  Nevertlie- 
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less,  the  broken  enemy  exhorted  by  their 
chief,  still  fought  desperately  :  and  grap- 
pled with  the  royalists  in  small  groupes, 
muzzle  to  muzzle,  and  sword  to  sword. 
Never  before  had  the  hero  of  this  story  ex- 
posed himself  to  so  much  risk.  He  seemed 
to  take  a  phrensied  delight  in  proving  how 
little  he  valued  life.  Wherever  the  ring 
of  falling  arms  was  loudest — wherever 
the  hurtle  of  flashing  swords  was  thickest, 
his  nodding  plume  was  seen.  The  shots 
rattled  like  hail  against  his  proof  cuirass; 
but  he  defied  death  vainly  to  the  last 
absolutory  clasp.  If  his  horse  was  one 
moment  shot  under  him ;  in  the  next, 
the  empty  saddle  of  another  was  won  by 
no  faultering  stroke.  Twice  he  found 
himself  hand  to  hand  engaged  with  the 
Quaker-like  chief,  and  as  oft  while  they 
levelled  their  pistols  at  each  other,  the 
press  of  armed  men,  swaying  and  ebbing 
like  a  tide,  drove  them  asunder.  At 
leno:th,  as  the  colonel  was  in  the  act  of 
wrenchino;  a  flaostafi'  from  a  cuirassier. 
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the  thrust  of  which  he  had  dashed 
aside,  a  tremendous  blow  from  behind 
struck  him  at  the  junction  of  the  neck 
and  shoulder.  He  staggered — his  sv;ord 
dropt  from  his  nerveless  grasp ;  and 
though  he  fell  not  instantly  from  the 
horse,  he  sat  like  one  stupiiied — his  ears 
ringing, — and  a  shadow^y  dizziness  swim- 
ming before  his  eyes.  But  the  trance 
was  but  of  short  duration.  IMien  he 
recovered,  it  v*-as  to  witness  a  scene  of 
the  most  extraordinary  character.  He 
found  himself  leanino;  a2:ainst  the  neck 
of  the  motionless  animal  from  which  he 
liad  fallen.  The  battle  immediately  near 
him  appeared  to  have  paused  by  mu- 
tual convention ;  but  at  a  distance,  the^ 
struggle  for  life  and  death  was  still  going 
on  ;  and  arms  were  ringing  and  pistols 
llasliing  across  the  rugged  irregular  knots 
of  furze  and  withered  grass.  But  all 
eyes  around  him  were  turned  tovrards  the 
extreme  point  of  the  mouldering  barrow, 
which  indented  the  sunny  road   with  its 
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deep  shadow.  Tlieie  was  a  wide  adR 
ascending  into  the  bowels  of  this  mound  ; 
either  excavated  by  antiquarian  curio- 
sity, or  originally  made  there  for  the  body 
of  some  buried  chief ;  and  there  Morrice 
perceived  a  foul  smothering  smoke  aris- 
ing from   a  bonfire  of  furze. 

At  the  mouth  of  this  cavity,  with 
her  ghastly  and  mummy-like  features 
marbled  with  green  swollen  veins,  now 
appearing,  and  now  concealed  in  the  foul 
drifting  smoke,  stood  the  witch  of  Hat- 
lield.  A  decrepid  beldam,  deformed  like 
herself,  but  pigmy-like  in  proportion,  was 
stirring  the  red  splintery  embers  with  a 
short  burning  stake,  and  singing  with 
wild  gesticulations,  as  the  gusty  volumes 
of  mingled  fire  and  smoke,  at  every 
fresh  accession  of  the  crackling  fuel, 
darted  apv.ards  like  a  re-invigorated 
giant,  to  polhite  and  darken  heaven. 
When  the  last  transitory  column  sunk 
back  upon  the  sparkling  embers,  and 
while  the  thick  blue  vapour  hung  in  ser- 
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pent  like  wreaths  about  the  conic  apex  of 
the  monndjthe  reputed  witch  hobbled  from 
the  mouth  of  the  cavity,  and  shaking  a 
long  poplar  branch  wreathed  with  flaming 
furze,  like  a  Bacchanal,  yelled  rather  than 
uttered  her  imprecation  on  the  van- 
quished. 

"  Anathema  maranatha,  ye  sons  of. 
Belial,  anathema  maranatha !  May  the 
curse  of  Meroz  be  upon  ye !  and  the  w^ail- 
ing  of  Megiddo  !  May  ye  be  drunken  with 
the  blood  that  ye  spill  as  with  sweet 
w  ine  !  and  may  the  stink  of  your  car- 
cases ascend  as  that  of  the  accursed  in 
the  valley  of  Hamon-gog ! 

Hear !  ye  scornful  men  that  are  in  Ju- 
dah !  hear,  ye,  whose  judgment  and 
dignity  proceed  from  yourselves  !  who 
scoff  at  kings,  and  make  princes  your 
derision  !  who  laugh  at  strong  holds, 
heaping  dust,  and  taking  them  ;  ye  who 
possess  the  dwelling  places  that  are  not 
your's !" 

*•'  Hear  !    Covenanters  !  ye  have  spo- 
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ken  words  falsely  in  making  a  convenant. 
And  your  covenant  with  death  shall  be 
disannulled  ;  and  your  agreement  with 
hell  shall  not  stand.  Lo !  judgment 
springeth  up  like  hemlock  in  the  furrows 
of  the  field! 

''  Behold  the  sign !  ye  polluters  of 
Bethel.  Lo  !  while  ye  are  folden  together 
as  thorns  ;  while  ye  are  drunken  as 
drunkards,  ye  shall  be  devoured  by  fire, 
like  stubble  fuUy  dry  !" 

While  this  tremendous  denunciation 
yelled  in  the  air  like  the  ^'  woes"  of  the 
Apocalypse,  the  gibbering  maniac  gesti- 
culations of  the  wild  oracle  kept  awefui 
unison;  at  every  horrid  pause  her  rod  made 
fiery  circles  amidst  the  dun  thick  smoke  ; 
and  the  bony  handless  stump  of  the  Bel- 
dam her  companion,  shook  with  tremu- 
lous vibration  to  the  mounting  gamut  of 
the  curse. 

Then  stamping,  and  distortedly  dancing 
as  the  pausing  fragments  of  the  contest 
battled  together  at  intervals  ;   from   the 
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moutli  of  the  cave  of  death,  she  called 
like  a  Valkyr,  upon  the  names  of  the 
struggling, — the  dying, — and  the  dead. 

"  Thy  blood  be  upon  thee,  Johnson;  for 
thou  hast  eaten  of  the  portion  of  t\ie 
fatherless  !  Die  Thomas  White,  die  !  shall 
the  seed  of  the  adulterer  possess  the 
land  ?  Defend  him  not,  Monk  !  What 
dost  thou  in  the  tents  of  the  uncircum- 
cised  ?  Let  that  which  standeth  still 
be  cut  off,  and  that  which  dieth  die  ! 
And  why  tarriest  thou,  Inodsbv,  amidst 
the  rotten  boughs  ?  Perish  not  in  the 
gainsaying  of  Core.  Fear  not,  Axtel ! 
Sword  and  pike  shall  not  prevail  against 
thee  i  Beware  of  the  axe  and  knife !  And 
thou,  Harrison  !  thou  who  hast  no  bowels 
for  thy  Lord  ]  Behold !  the  day  is  not  far 
distant  when  thy  bowels  shall  be  poured 
out  to  the  dogs.  Fly,  Cobbet,  fly :  for  the 
earth  reels  and  shakes  ;  and  the  sinews 
of  thy  master's  arm  are  broken;  auxd  the 
powers  of  good  have  this  day  prevailed 
over  the  pov^^ers  of  evil !" 
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Awed  by  the  shrieking  outcries  of  this 
wild  apparition,  the  contest  slowly  died 
away.  Even  the  chief  in  drab,  quailing 
before  an  enthusiasm  of  so  fierce  a  cha- 
racter, stood  leaning  on  his  sword,  aghast 
and  motionless.  His  hat  had  fallen  oft'  un- 
perceived,  and  discovered  to  the  passins: 
eye  his  tyger-likc  profile, — his  muscular 
iron  countenance — his  broad  capacious 
forehead,  and  sinewy  neck.  The  witcli 
caught  his  eye  ;  she  glared  a  second 
ghastlily  upon  him,  and  lifting  up  botli 
hands  in  terrific  adjuration,  and  straining 
her  distorted  figure  to  its  utmost  heiglit 
renewed  her  curse. 

'•'  And  thou  !  profane  wicked  prince  of 
Israel,  whose  day  is  come,  when  iniquity 
shall  have  an  end  !  wlieu  tliou  hast  ceased 
to  spoil,  thou  shall  be  spoiled  ;  and  when 
thou  hast  made  an  cad  of  dealing  treach- 
erously, they  shall  deal  treacherously  witli 
thee.  Woe  to  him,  that  buildeth  a  town 
with  blood,  and  establisheth  a  city  by  ini- 
quity !  for  the  stone  sliall  cry  o«t  of  tluy 
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wall,  and  the  beam  out  of  the  timber  shall 
answer  it.  Woe  to  him,  that  increaseth 
that  which  is  not  his,  and  to  him,  that 
ladeth  himself  with  thick  clay!  How  long? 
Shall  they  not  arise  up  suddenly  that  sliall 
bite  thee,  and  awake  that  shall  vex  thee  ?" 

''  Woe  to  him,  that  coveteth  an  evil  co- 
vetousness  to  his  house  ;  that  he  may  set 
his  nest  on  hiofh  !  Thou  hast  consulted 
shame  to  thy  house  by  cutting  off  many 
people,  and  hast  sinned  against  thy  soul. 
Behold  !  thou  shalt  be  filled  with  shame 
for  glory.  The  cup  of  the  Lord's  right 
hand  shall  be  drained  upon  thee,  and 
shameful  vomiting  shall  be  upon  thy 
glory!" 

As  the  last  yell  of  this  malediction  rung 
in  the  ears  of  the  bold  chief  to  whom  it 
was  addrest,  he  started  suddenly  from  his 
trance  ;  and  with  a  trembling  lip  called 
upon  his  stupified  men  : — 

"Down  with  the  whore  of  Babylon  ! 
Down  with  the  sorceress,who  hath  a  curse 
in  store  for  the  tents  of  Israel,  and  reserveth 
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a  blessing  for  the  children  of  Adrameleck. 
Throw  hi^r  carcase  from  the  hill,  and  give 
it,  like  Jezebel's,  to  the  dogs  !" 

He  spoke,  but  none  obeyed.  A  loud 
hysterical  laugh  burst  in  reply  from  the 
object  of  the  threat  ;  while  the  pigmy 
beldam  grinned  in  mockery,  and  again 
shook  her  bony  handless  stump  at  the 
threatener.  At  this  moment,  Austwicke 
came  riding  at  full  gallop  up  to  the  colo- 
nel, bringing  with  him  his  victorious  troop 
from  the  rear. 

"  The  day  is  ours,  colonel,"  he  shouted. 
••  'J'he  rear  of  the  enemy  is  annihilated  ; 
and  the  infantry  are  flying  pell-mell  along 
the  Doncaster  road.  Mount  this  horse, 
governor :  hi^:  late  master  will  never  claim 
him  again." 

Morrice,withoiit  reply,  vaulted  upon  the 
animal,  and  forming  his  little  army  into  co- 
lumn, prepared  to  consummate  the  work. 

''   O.ice   more  upon  them,"  he  cried, 

•  gentlemeii  cavaliers.  On  to  the  charge; 

G<ul   has  given  this  day  might  to   rigiit, 

VOL.  II.  K 
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and  the  battle  to  the  weak.  Aiiotlier 
push  at  theiii,  and  ihe  day  is  won.  Charge, 
in  the  name  of  the  King  and  JSt.  George." 
Immediately  the  whole  troop  ^  as  in 
motion,  and  Austwicke  setting  up  a 
voyalifet  song  in  mockery  of  the  enemy's 
hymns,  v,  as  jo  ned  in  jovial  chorus  by  the 
triiunphaiit  party. 

■*  Come  !  leave  confounding-. 
And  this  expoiir^dlDg- 
The  (loctri- e  thntyon  preach  cu  lubg. 
I  doabt  tills  warring 
And  knavish,  jarring 
Will  tnrn  up  in  time  the  knave  of  clubs. 

It's  far  3^our  lyhg  and  not  your  oaths. 
You'll  aii  get  hanged,  and  Ketch  have  j'our 
clothes. 
Chorus. — Its  for  jour  lying,  &c. 

The  cavaliers  then  gave  three  cheers 
and  dashed  aloiio;  the  road,  scattering 
the  enemy  before  theoi.  Foot,  horse, 
officers,  and  leaders,  all  betook  them- 
selves to  precipitate  ilight.  Their  resolute 
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chief  alone  made  one  more  effort,   but  at 
last    was    carried    away    by  the  press. 
Amidst  the  din  and  curses  of  the   flying 
rout,   the  screaming   execrations  of  the 
witch  of  Hatfield  were  still  heard  like  ah 
inauspicious  raven  on  the  left :  but  her 
note  was  now  changed  from  the  shriek 
of  vituperation  tc  the  vindictive  yell  of 
victory.      Then     still      continuing     her 
phrensied  gesticulations,   she  tossed  the 
burning  furze  amidst  the  dry  stubble  and 
withered  heath  of  the  common.     The  fire 
immediately  caught.   A  dingy  suffocating 
smoke  arose,  and  columns  of  slow  burning 
smothered     flame      occasionally    darted 
through   it.     As   it    rolled  on,   it  accu- 
mulated strength,  and,  propagated  by  the 
wind,  swept  over  the  masses  of  matted 
furze  with  a  crackling  sound,    and  the 
gusty     force     of     a    tornado.       Terror 
seized  upon  the  wedged  and  flying  mass, 
as  with  eye-balls  starting  from  their  sock- 
ets, they  saw  the  foe  behind,  and  the  fire 
before  ;  for  the  increasing    body  of  the 
k2 
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flame  now  rushed  furiously  towards  the 
angle  of  the  road  to  Avhich  they  were 
tending,  and  threatened  to  interpose  a 
fiery  deluge  between  retreat  and  them. 
IS  either  were  they  deceived.  The  lona; 
fluctuating  ribbands  of  fire  shot  across 
the  road  :  and  now  vibrating,  and  now 
retiring  like  the  tongues  of  serpents, 
licked  up  the  grass  within  their  range. 
At  last  the  flames  caught  the  bushes 
upon  the  opposite  side.  In  a  few  se- 
conds more  they  seized  upon  the  under- 
wood of  the  shrubbery,  and  climbing  up 
the  trees,  gave  them  the  features  of  an 
enchanted  fiery  forest.  The  dark  figures 
of  the  livino:  cuirassiers  were  seen  here 
and  there  leaping  their  horses  tlirough  the 
flame  and  tossing  in  the  midst  of  the  duii 
sufTocating  smoke,  like  the  spirits  of  con- 
demned souls. 

'^  Hah!  hah!  hah!"  chuckled  the  bel- 
dam cause  of  this  confusion.  "  Behold  tlie 
copy  of  the  picture  you  will  one  day  see. 
Ye  rebels  and  friends  of  change !  this  is 
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the  kind  of  chang-e  for  which  ye  are  fore- 

o  *■' 

doomed.  These  fires  will  subside,  Vjut 
there  are  others  that  burn  unquenchabiy 
for  ever." 

The  witch  closed  this  sally  with  another 
horrible  laugh,  and  again  the  pigmy  bel- 
dam grinned  and  shook  her  bony  stump 
in  sympathy.  At  that  moment,  the  chief, 
in  drab,  w^as  seen  goading  and  urging 
his  horse  to  dash  throuo:h  the  flame.  The 
creature  reared,  then  turned  short  round, 
curvetted,  and  bounded  at  once  upon  all 
his  four  legs :  the  rider  kept  his  saddle 
like  a  part  of  himself,  and  still  spurred 
the  horse  with  desperate  resolution.  At 
length,  the  maddened  animal  sprung  sud- 
denly forward,  and  depressing  his  head 
at  the  same  time,  as  he  threw  up  liis 
haunches,  jerked  the  rider  fairly  over  his 
neck,  and  brought  him  to  the  ground.  A 
crowd  of  cavaliers  immediately  rushed 
upon  him,  but  the  scream  of  his  tor- 
mentor was  still  heard  amidst  the  tumuk. 
^'   Stand  now,"    she   cried,  ^'   with  the 
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multitude  of  thy  enchantments !  let  thy 
companies  deliver  thee !  Look  to  thy  seat, 
Cromwell,  thou  rider  of  three  nations. 

'^  It  is  the  Lieutenant-general,"  burst 
immediately  from  the  cavaliers.  Mor- 
rice  immediately  rushed  upon  him,  and 
demanded  his  sword. 

*^  Aye,  aye !"  again  screamed  the  witch, 
'^  it  is  the  lieutenant-general — lieutenant 
of  hell — to  whom  the  draoon  has  o^iven  his 
authority — the  false  canting  prophet  who 
has  covered  the  land  with  mourning,  and 
filled  its  valleys  with  blood.  And  now 
hear,  deceiver,  what  Martha  Allen  speaks ; 
for  the  spirit  of  the  Mighty  is  upon  me, 
and  the  utterance  is  not  my  own.  Rest 
shall  not  visit  thy  troubled  pillow  by  night, 
nor  the  fear  of  thy  bosom  friends  quit  thee 
by  day !  The  power  thou  courtest,  shall 
be  thy  curse !  That  which  thou  sighest  for^ 
shall  be  sweet  to  tliy  tempted  lip,  but  bit- 
ter as  absynth  to  thy  cheated  heart." 

As  she  spoke,  the  flames  which  she  had 
kindled  appeared  to  sink  and  waver  with 
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the  pauses  of  her  voice.  She  stood  one 
moment  leaning  on  her  long  bending 
staff,  and  gazing  from  above  in  terrible 
silence  on  the  fallen  chief.  She  then  hob- 
bled down  the  rido^e  which  she  had  occu- 
pied:  her  distorted  figure  seemed  at  first 
to  grow  amidst  the  wreathy  folds  of  the 

smoke,  and  then  w^as  lost. 

As  she  disappeared,  the  weight  of  a 

night-mare  appeared  to  quit  the  breasts 

of  those  who   heard   her:    and  Morrice 

first  started,  as  from  a  dream. 

''  Lieutenant  Austwicke,  the  road    is 

unimpeded,"  he  exclaimed.    ''  Paulden, 

take  charge  of  the  prisoner  !    Blackburne 

have  an  eye  upon  the  enemy,  and  collect 

the  stragglers.    On,  gentlemen  cavaliers  ! 

on  to  Pontefract !'" 
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CHAP.    IX. 

The  fiercest  furies  that  do  daily  tread 
Upon  my  grief — my  grey  discrowned  head. 
Are  those  that  owe  my  bounty  for  their  bread. 
Witlt'my  own  power  my  majesty  they  v/ound. 
Jn  the  king's  name,  the  king 's  himself  uncrown'd- 
As  doth'the  dust  destroy  the  diamond. 
I  Kitiff  Charles. 

This  is  servitude 

To  serve  the  unwise,  or  him  who  hath  rebelled 
Against  his  wortliier,  as  thine  now  serve  thee. 
Thyself  not  free,  but  to  thyself  enthralled. 

Milton. 

To  assert  that  IMorrice  was  not  elated 
with  the  triumphal  greeting  which  he  re- 
ceived on  his  return,  would  be  making  him 
more  of  a  stoic  than  he  really  was.  Exult- 
ing in  the  great  importance  of  the  prisoner 
he  had  secured,  he  laid  awake  during  the 
whole  of  the  succeeding  night,  resolving 
in  his  mind  a  vast  variety  of  plans  for 
turning  his  good  fortune  to  account.     He 
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held  in  his  hand  the  conducting  thread  of 
that  train  which  threatened  to  explode  at 
no  very  distant  time,  and  in  exploding  to 
diracinate  the  deep-rooted  oak  of  social 
policy,  corroborated  by  the  duration  of  a 
thousand  years.  It  was  now  in  his  power, 
like  that  of  the  vizier  Horam,  to  cut  the  se- 
cret rope  in  the  mountains,  and  crush  at 
once  the  unsuspecting  and  plotting  divan 
of  diabolical  sorcery.  It  w^as  in  his  power, 
by  a  single  effort,  to  quench  the  revolution- 
ary volcano  at  the  crater.  Such,  no  doubt, 
would  have  been  the  feeling — such  the 
instant  decision  of  the  opposite  party 
under  the  same  circumstances.  Tliey 
would  have  followed,  without  hesitatio!i, 
the  '^  air-drawn  das^orer"  which  offered  to 
lead  them  to  the  consummation  of  their 
hopes.  But  no  such  unworthy  thought 
passed  through  the  generous  mind  of 
Morrice.  His  heart,  the  shrine  of  honor, 
had  no  room  for  the  contact  of  any  thing' 
that  was  dishonorable.  No  !  his  feelings, 
swayed,  on  all  occasions,  rather  to.wards 
k5 
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niildness  than  severity,  prompted  him,  on 
this  occasion,  rather  to  win  a  friend  than 
unjustly  to  annihilate  an  enemy.  The 
thoughts  of  liis  pillow  were  those  of  the 
forgiving  Artaxerxes,  when  the  flying 
Themistocles  sought  shelter  in  the  heart 
of  that  country  which  he  had  stabbed, 
from  the  inveterate  ingratitude  of  that 
which  he  had  saved.  The  cry  of  his 
broken  sleep  was  the  same.  ''  I  am 
master  of  Cromwell."  At  last,  after  a 
restless  night,  he  rose  early,  and  imme- 
diately summoned  a  military  council  in 
the  great  hall. 

The  chiefs  of  the  garrison  were  almost 
all  divided  in  opinion — some  vv  ere  for  im- 
mediately putting  the  prisoner  to  death  ; 
others,  more  unanimous,  for  releasing  him 
under  some  solemn  pledge:  but  the 
greatest  number  decided  upon  keeping 
him  as  a  hostage  for  the  king.  Morrice's 
(pinion  rather  inclined  towards  the  latter 
party.  But  he  also  thought  that  a  favour- 
able opportunity   was  arrived  for    once 
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more  oiaking  an  attempt  to  lieal  tiie 
breach  between  the  heutenant-general 
and  his  sovereign.  He  knew  well  that 
all  which  Cromwell  aimed  at  was  power  : 
that,  unlike  Caesar,  he  would  consent  to 
be  second  under  his  sovereign,  if  he 
thought  that  his  coveted  post  of  maire  de 
palais,  could  be  enjoyed  without  a  glimpse 
of  the  block.  Ii  was  therefore  Morrice's 
opinion,  that  the  effort  should  be  made 
and  tliat  whether  it  succeeded  or  not, 
some  bold  spirit  competent  to  the  task, 
should  be  instantly  sent  to  the  imprisoned 
sovereign  at  the  Isle  of  Wight. 

But  who  was  the  spirit  to  undertake 
tliat  task  ? 

"  What  strength,  what  art  can  then 
Office,  or  what  evasion  bear  him  safe 
Through  the  thick  senteries  and  stations  thick 
Of  rebels  watching  round  ?  Here  he  had  nee<i 
All  circumspection,  and  we  now  no  less 
Choice  in  our  suffrage  ;   for  on  whom  we  send, 
The  weight  of  all  and  our  last  hope  relies." 

As  Morrice  proposed  it,   there  was  a 
dead  silence  in  die  assembly,  but  all  eyes 
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were  turned  upon  himself.  However,  for 
the  present,  he  waived  that  part  of  the 
question  ;  only  urging  a  decision  upon 
the  first  proposition  as  to  an  overture  to 
Cromwell ;  and  he  enforced  it  by  argu- 
ments drawn  as  well  from  the  character 
of  that  demagogue,  as  from  the  extre- 
mity of  the  royalist  cause,  now,  in- 
deed, in  articulis  mortis.  IMorrice's  mild 
and  persuasive  eloquence,  accompanied 
by  that  peculiar  soUo  voce  tone  vrhich  has 
been  described  as  it's  characteristic,  ne- 
%'er  failed.  It  sunk  like  the  '^  dissolving 
snow-flakes"  of  old  Nestor's  rhetoric,  to 
the  bottom  of  the  heart.  An  immediate 
assent  from  the  whole  council  was  ob- 
tained, and  Morrice  himself  requested  to 
take  charge  of  this  important  overture  to 
the  imprisoned  general. 

Upon  this  resolution,  without  losing  a 
moment's  time,  Morrice  v»ith  jiis  usual 
mihtary  promptitude,  bent  his  steps  to- 
wards the  strong  cell  of  the  fallen  chief. 
The  back  of  the  prisoner  was  towards  the 
door,  and  so  gave  Morrice  an   opportu  ^ 
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hitv  of  survevins:  his  demeanour  without 
being  perceived.  He  was  seated  upon  the 
edge  of  his  prison  bedstead,  in  a  perfectly 
fixt  and  unperturbed  attitude,  as  if  re- 
flecting upon  some  passage  he  had  just 
perused  in  a  small  pocket  bible,  which  he 
held  turned  down,  and  supported  by  his 
left  hand  on  his  knee.  The  first  impres- 
sion which  struck  IMorrice  was  the  extra- 
ordinary change  which  seemed  to  have 
taken  place  in  the  characteristics  of  the  in- 
dividual. The  ferocity  which  stamped  his 
every  gesture  in  the  heat  of  the  encoun- 
ter had  subsided,  as  if  by  some  magic 
influence,  into  the  affected  self-absorption 
of  an  inspired  mystic.  His  figure  v/as 
large  but  clumsy,  and  there  was  a  ge- 
neral vulgarity  about  its  motions.  Neither 
was  his  flice  in  the  least  prepossessing, 
nor  at  fu  st  sight  indicative  of  the  least 
extraordinary  mind.  Perhaps  a  casual 
physiognomist  might  have  fancied  he  de- 
tected something  ridiculorls  in  the  broad 
swollen   and  rubicond  nose — the  wartv 
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countenance — and  the  leprosied  cheek. 
Indeed  these  featurcvs  had  given  birth  to  a 
variety  of  contemporary  lampoons  :  quite 
as  many  perhaps  as  the  '^  mulberry  face 
dredged  oyer  with  meal"  of  his  great  pro- 
totype the  Roman  dictator — a  joke,  by  the 
vs^ay,  which  cost  the  witty  Athenians,  who 
invented  it,  the  torrent ,  of  blood,  which 
gushed  up  to  the  fetlocks  of  the  hoi  ses 
from  beneath  their  gates.  The  sublime 
and  the  ludicrous  appear  to  have  been  on 
both  occasions  theoretically  and  practi- 
cally united.  Perhaps  Butler's  idea  of 
that  fiery  face  was  the  best,  who,  partly 
jokingly  and  partly  seriously,  compared 
it  to  one  of  those  comets,  the  inflamed 
aspect  of  which  "  perplexes  monarchs 
with  fear  of  change." 

But  Morrice  judged  of  the  expression  of 
Cromwelfs  countenance  not  as  a  philo- 
sopher, but  vAth.  the  refined  tact  of  a  man 
of  the  world.  He  could  not  avoid  being 
struck  with  the  bold  expanded  temples 
thinly  scattered  with  vigorous  hair-— the 
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energetically  knitted  brow — the  thought- 
ful eye  beneath ''  waiting  revenge"— the  si- 
newy, fleshy  masses  of  the  face — and  the 
iron  sturdiness  of  the  unconquerable  neck. 
Neither  did  the  tiger-like  compression  of 
the  mouth,  nor  the  stubble  mustachio  signa- 
lizingthe  upper  lip,  nor  the  animated  equine 
expansion  of  the  novstrils  belie  the  rest  of 
tlie  expression.   He  rose  on  Morrice's  en- 
trance with  more  attention  to  politeness 
than  was  customary  with  him,  and  replied 
to  his  enquiries  promptly,  but  not  rudely, 
and  with  a  religious  cant  of  verbosity, 
which   it  was  evident  to  a  skilful  man 
he  assumed  at  once  as  a  mask   and  a 
shield. 

"The  Lord,"  he  said,  '^  had  given 
him  grace  to  bear  up  against  his  present 
trial  as  a  testimony  of  his  goodness,  and 
a  purification  of  some  unknow^n  lapse  ; 
that  he  knew  that  '  men  of  understanding 
must  sometimes  fall,  to  try,  to  purge,  and 
to  make  white  even  unto  the  time  of  the 
end." 
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Upon  Morrice's  polite  enquiry  as  to 
*'  whether  he  had  slept  well,"  he  replied, 
that  "■  his  sleep  had  been  sound  and  tran- 
quil ;  for  the  Angel  of  the  Lord  had  been 
with  him,  and  stayed  and  comforted  him, 
and  prevented  his  spirit  from  falling.  Of 
his  accommodations  he  took  no  care,  see- 
ing that  the  Lord  had  assured  him  in  a 
dream,  that  his  present  trial  would  be 
short." 

Morrice  started  as  he  uttered  this,  un- 
derstanding the  phrase  equivocally,  as  if 
he  meant  that  he  expected  to  be  privately 
dispatched ;  and  laying  his  hand  upon  his 
heart,  he  immediately  rejoined — 

"  You  need  have  no  fear,  general,  of 
any  treatment  but  that  which  a  brave  foe 
deserves.  A  cavalier  values  his  honour 
too  much  to  soil  it  by  any  base  action. 
Besides,  such  action  would  on  this  occa- 
sion, as  bad  actions  usually  are,  be  as 
weak  as  wicked.  In  you,  general,  we 
behold  a  means  of  terminatino'  this  lonci* 
and  disastrous  war.     The  saving  remedy 
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must  come  from  your  hands  ;  the  healing 
balsam  must  issue  from  your  lips.  When 
your  wounded  country,  the  mother  of 
your  birthj  is  on  her  knees  before  you, 
'  weeping  for  her  children,  and  refusing 
to  be  comforted  because  they  are  not,'  is  it 
possible  that  the  heart  of  man  can  be  deaf 
to  the  appeal  ?  Oh  !  be  merciful  to  your 
common  mother  and  to  your  own  fame!  Yes, 
it  is  mercy  to  yourself :  for  think,  that  it  is 
''  excellent  to  have  a  giant's  strength,  but 
tyrannous  to  use  it  like  a  giant."  Hear  me ! 
if  pity,  if  remorse  are  powerless  to  con- 
vince, listen  to  the  voice  of  your  own 
glory,  beseeching  you  to  spare  it  unsul- 
lied for  the  admiration  of  future  times. 
Be  not  careless,  as  the  mad  rebels  of  Ithaca 
are  described,  alike  of  praise  and  infamy, 
and  the  eternal  trump  of  fame  that  speaks 
to  future  days.  Think  on  the  glory  (all 
that  you  can  else  acquire  is  nothing),  the 
godlike  glory  of  raising  your  prostrate 
country — of  building  up  her  fallen  in sti- 
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tutioDS^ — of  restoring  her  most  unhappy 
king." 

Cromwell  smiled  sarcastically,  as  if 
this  burst  of  the  heart  had  been  the  rhe- 
torical flourish  of  some  interested  and 
prepared  pleader. 

''  Colonel  John  Morrice,"  he  calmly 
replied,  ''  the  commission  I  hold  from 
the  Most  High  is  not  of  man's  invention, 
and  admits  of  no  deviation  either  to  the 
right  or  the  left.  Opine  not  that  the  ciill 
which  I  have  sustained  is  like  a  breeze, 
uttering  the  same  whisper  in  every  losel's 
ear.  It  is  the  overshadowing  of  the  spi- 
rit, and  *'  there  is  no  release  from  that 
war.  As  to  Charles  Stuart,  name  him 
no  more — his  time  of  grace  is  past,  and 
he  has  wearied  with  his  treacheries  tlie 
patience  of  the  saints.  His  reign  is 
done !" 

"  He  is  your  king,  sir,"  interrupted 
Morrice,  indignantly,  "  your  lawful  king 
—the  king  by  the  old  constitutional  law 
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of  this  country,  which  no  man  has  aright 
with  profane  hand  to  touch  or  change. 
If  his  rank  exact   it  not,  let  his  unremit- 
ted misfortunes    secure  respect.     He   is 
a  prisoner,  Hke    yourself — feel    for    his 
situation  in   your  own.     I  am  going  to 
him  on  a  mission  :   reject  not  this   only 
opportunity   of  arresting   your  headlong- 
descent.     I-J^now    that  he  thinks  nobly 
of  yoit,  whate^ajr  his  enemies  and  yours 
may  have    sland^roivsly   propagated.      I 
-know  thsit  he  considers  you  as   a  great 
manf  misled,  as  too  often   great  minds 
^i^^y^hat  meretricious  dazzling  imita- 
tion of  a  virtue  throusch  which  the  ans^els 
-fell.     I  know,   moreover,    that    he    still 
places  some  confidence  in  your  uUerioi^ 
designs  ;  nor  does  he  confound  you  with 
the  ferocious    demagogues,    whom    the 
license  and  troubles   of  the  times  have 
loosed  upon  the  world.     He  is  aware  of 
your  influence  upon  your  party,  however 
it  may  suit  you  to  disguise  it.     Speak  the 
word  of  peace,  general-— it  rests  with  you. 
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Make  your  own  terms  for  lionours, — for 
rewards, — for  favours.  I  will  be  the  faith- 
ful depository  of  the  overture.  I  will  lay 
your  repentance  and  requests  at  the  feet 
of  our  good  forgiving  sovereign,  and 
pledge  my  soul's  health  upon  a  satisfac- 
tory issue." 

*' Colonel  John  Morrice,''  Cromwell 
again  replied,  ''I  doubt  nothing  of  your 
sincerity  in  this  matter.  Howbeit,  1  doubt 
much  of  the  sincerity  of  your  master. 
And,  peradventure,  he  hath  not  power  to 
fulfil  that  which  thou  hast  rashly  under- 
taken. Thou  hast  spoken  of  his  value  for 
me ;  I  also  value  at  no  cheap  rate  his 
great  abilities  ;  but  he  is  possessed  with 
the  legion  of  craft,  Colonel  Morrice. 
Faith  dwelleth  not  with  his  promises ; 
neither  will  he  be  much  lonoer  a  king:  of 
England,  to  impose  or  to  receive  condi- 
tions. The  Lord  hath  rej ected  him — Israel 
hath  fled  to  her  tents, — and  what  th« 
Lord  hath  rejected,  we  also  must  reject." 

^J  We?"  retorted  Colonel  Morrice,  sar- 
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castically.  "  We  ?  You  speak,  general, 
as  if  you  had  the  power  to  execute  what 
you  visibly  intend.  Let  me  remind  you, 
as  Lysander  once  reminded  a  threatening 
barbarian  : — '  Friend,  those  big  words  of 
thine  require  a  fortress  at  their  back.'  " 

'•  I  speak  because  I  have  a  fortress  at 
my  back,  friend  John  Morrice,"  retorted 
Cromwell,  w  ith  more  alacrity  than  usual, 
•'  the  fortress  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts.    He 
is  my  rearward,  and  the  rock  of  my  de- 
fence— in  him  put  I  my  trust.     And  well 
I  know  that  these  bonds,  which  now  con- 
fine me,  will  fall  from  my  hands,  even  as 
the  bonds  of  Peter  fell  at  the  bright  pre- 
sence   of  the    liberating    angel.     Thou 
seest  me  in  durance,   Colonel  John  Mor- 
rice, but  now  be  witness  to  the  triumphs 
of  the  faith  ;  for,  verily  I  say  to  you,  that 
two  months  shall  not  pass  away  before  you 
behold  me  coming  with  full  power,  ^  to 
execute  judgment  upon  all,  and  to  con- 
vince all  that  are  ungodly  among  you  of 
all  the  ungodly  deeds  which  they  have 
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ungodly  committed,  and  of  all  the  hard 
speeches,  which  ungodly  sinners  have 
spoken  against  me." 

^^  I  came  not,"  interrupted  Morri<3e, 
'^  to  hear  this  strange  perversion  of 
scripture,  and  to  listen  to  this  blasphemous 
appropriation  of  an  authority  not  yours. 
My  purpose  in  coming,  general,  Avas  to 
demand — no,  I  mean  not  so — to  implore, 
peace,  in  the  name  of  God — peace,  in  the 
name  of  the  nation.  To  make  one  last 
effort  for  the  staunching  of  its  wounds — 
to  place  before  you  a  glorious,  grand  occa- 
sion of  being,  not  a  fanatical,  but  a  real 
saviour.  Choose,  general,  between  good 
and  evil — choose  between  rebellion  and 
the  king—" 

''  Colonel  John  Morrice,"  again  replied 
Cromwell,  ^'  you  have  the  gift  of  words  : 
— are  eloquent  and  diffusive.  I  am  a 
humble  vessel  in  the  Lord's  hands,  and 
shall  be  brief  The  fate  of  the  king  is 
sealed.  The  reign  of  kings  and  bishops 
has  passed  away,  like  a  morning  cloud. 
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There  shall  be  no  king  henceforward  in 
Israel  but  the  liOrd — his  rule  shall  be  one, 
and  his  reign  one.  He  shall  be  priest 
and  king  together,  after  the  order  of  Mel- 
chisedec.  And  the  kingdom  and  domi- 
nion, and  the  greatness  of  the  kingdom 
under  the  Avhole  heaven  shall  be  o^iven  to 
the  people  of  the  saints  of  the  Most  High, 
whose  kinsrdom  is  an  everlastins:  king"- 
dom,  and  all  dominions  shall  serve  and 
obey  him.  I  am  but  the  hammer  in  his 
liands,  to  break  and  prepare  the  way  be- 
fore him !" 

So  saying,  he  doggedly  seated  himself 
upon  the  bed,  from  Vvhich  during  the 
warmth  of  his  reply  he  had  risen,  and 
opening  the  Bible,  began  again  to  read, 
with  a  view  of  ending  the  conversation. 

The  zeal  of  Morrice,  however,  was  not 
easily  to  be  suppressed  or  quenched,  and 
rousing  his  spirit  to  the  effort,  he  made 
another  appeal  to  the  general's  feelings  of 
humanity  and  loyalty.     Animated  by  the 
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fervotir  of  his  motives,  and  inspired  by  the 
energy  of  patriotism,  he  employed  by  turns 
the  vivid  language  of  expostulation,  and 
the  more  tender  eloquence  of  intreaty. 
But  the  fanatical  shield  of  scripture  texts 
^vhich  the  crafty  impostor  threw  over  all 
the  adits  of  conviction,  rebutted  every 
renewed  assault  of  argument,  as  tlie 
scales  of  the  Leviathan  are  said  to  repel 
the  arrov^s  of  the  warrior. 

^'  Of  a  truth,  friend  Morrice,  thou 
speakest  as  if  the  death  of  the  lord's  ser- 
vant, Rainsborough,  were  a  thing  for- 
gotten." 

''  Truly,  if  the  law  of  self-defence  would 
allow  of  a  back  sliding  in  this  matter,  the 
stones  would  cry  out  against  it.  But, 
verily,  thou  feedest  me  like  Ephraim,  upon 
wind.  Peradventure  thou  forgottest  that 
passage  of  an  intercepted  letter  which 
purport  that  a  hempen  cord  would  suit 
me  better  than  a  silken  garter.  Can  I 
trust  in  promises  such  as  these  ?    More- 
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overJohn  Milton  hath  said  (albeit,  I  am  not 
versed  in  the  carnal  delights  of  poetry)  that 

**  Ease  will  recant 
Vows  made  in  pain  as  violent  and  void." 

What  mattereth  this  offer  of  securities, 
and  ranks,  and  rewards,  seeing,  that  the 
mouth  which  offereth  hath  not  the  hand 
to  execute  ?  And  moreover,  if  I  were 
second  to  Charles  Stuart,  how  knowest 
thou  but  that  I  may  be  nearer  to  perdition  ? 
Where  there  is  no  faith,  there  can  be  no 
amity.  It  is  a  struggle  of  life  and  death. 
The  Lord's  hand  is  in  it,  and  strength 
must  determine  on  the  issue." 

A  smile  curled  upon  Morrice's  lip,  as 
turning  from  the  speaker,  he  glanced 
meaningly  at  the  colossal  walls  that  girt 
the  dungeon.  Cromwell  was  not  slow  in 
reading  the  intimation. 

'•  Thou  rejoicest,  John  Morrice,"  he 
aaid.  ''even  as  the  wicked  rejoiced  over 
Daniel  in  the  den  of  lions.  My  trust  is 
in  him  who  hath  power  to  release  me  from 
this  den.'* 

VOL.  Us  I, 
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•  "  Rather  say,"  returned  Morrice,  ex- 
asperated by  the  fruitlessness  of  his  ap- 
peal, ^'  Rather  say  in  the  prince  of  e^il — 
in  the  predictions  of  juggling  astrologers — 
in  the  abortive  dreams  of  witchcraft. 
Rather  say,  in  that  terrible  gigantic 
spectre,  who  first  seduced  you  from  your 
honest  employ  at  Huntingdon,  to  pursue 
the  shadow  of  a  broken  crown." 

As  Morrice  uttered  this,  the  face  of 
Cromwell  grew  evidently  more  pale,  and 
he  slightly  shuddered.  The  colonel  per- 
ceived his  emotion,  and  pressed  the  ap- 
plication of  his  argument. 

*'  Oh  !  listen  not  to  those  base  spirits, 
who  delude  and  tempt  you  to  your  soul's 
destruction  ! 

"  That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  the  ear, 
But  break  it  to  the  hope."' 

Trample  on  the  foul  seditious  crew, 
who  from  their  unclean  secret  haunt  vo- 
mit their  leprosying  slime,  and  their  pol- 
luting venom  on  all  that  is  good  and  fair. 
Crush  the   foul  toad   before    the  spawn 


PONTEPRACT    CASTLE.  219 

Arhich  it  engenders  in  darkness,  shall 
heave  with  execrable  life,  and  send  forth 
its  abominable  issue,  like  Pharoah's  curse, 
into  the  palaces  of  kings.  What  wilt 
thou  gain  by  the  temporary  barter  of  thy 
eternal,  inestimable  soul  ?  The  guilt  will 
be  real-— the  remorse  endless — the  dread 
of  punishment  unquenchable — like  the 
undying,  ever- gnawin^^  worm.  Oh,  re- 
collect what  a  valueless  thing  dominion  is, 
even  when  possessed  by  right — and  by 
inheritance ! — how  futile  its  pleasures  ! — 
how  joyless  its  exterior  pomp ! — how  cer- 
tain and  heart-rooted  its  interior  anxiety  ! 
But  an  usurped  dominion.  Great  God! 
what  must  that  be  ?  Over  men,  too,  duped 
into  vengeance  and  servitude  at  once  ; 
cheated  of  liberty  ,like  the  horse  in  the  fable, 
regretting  the  past,  shrinking  from  the  fu- 
ture— detesting  the  bridle,  and  execrating 
the  hand  that  grasps  it.  Reflect  what  a 
soufs  rack  that  must  be — reflect  ere  it  be 
too  late. — Think  on  the  hollow^  vanity  of 
such  ill-gotten  gains. — A  mockerypf  pos- 
l2 
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session — an  enjoyment  unenjoyed.  Nay, 
sir,  turn  not  away,  but  think  on  the  soul's 
martyrdom  it  will  cause,  on  the  horrors 
of  a  life  past  in  trembling  at  your  fellow- 
men  ;  of  gazing  on  the  coming  day  with 
loathing,  and  shuddering  at  the  return  of 
night ;  of  a  table  served  by  suspicion  ;  of 
a  bed  beset  by  fear  ;  of  a  prostrated  mind, 
cowering  before  some  pitiful  slave  with  a 
new  face  ;  starting  at  a  sudden  question, 
and  shrinking  from  a  steady  eye.  Con- 
sider what  it  is, 

"  When  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
You  must  not  look  to  have,  but  in  its  stead 
Curses  not  loud  but  deep :  mouth  homage, 
%Vhich  the  poor  heart  would  feign  deny,  but 
dare  not." 

*'  Think  on  a  daily  existence  hemmed 
round  by  daggers — think  on  the  fate  of 
Caesar,  butchered  by  his  friend  !  Is  there 
an  iota  of  earthly  good  worth  sacrificing 
at  this  dear  rate?  How  much  the  less 
then,  an  immortal  crown  and  the  eternal 
denizenship  of  this  beautiful  infinite  uni- 
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verse : — the  palm  of   a    deathless     and 
perfectible  soul !     Oh,  pause  a  moment 
on  your  fatal  road  !   there  is  even  now 
time  ;  the  gate  is  not  yet  closed.     By  the 
eternal  God  above  us  both  !  I  charge  you 
not  to  become  the  basest  of  men,  through 
crooked  and  foul  paths,  when  you  might 
become  the  bravest,  the  wisest,  and  the 
greatest,  through  the  broad  and  easy  road 
of  open  rectitude.     I  stake  my  life  that 
the  king  will  adhere  to  what  he  promises. 
I  swear  to  you  that  his  professions  are 
laws  set  up  like  an  altar,  and  engraved 
by  the  pen  of  a  pure,   unbigotted  faith. 
Cromwell,  we  are  this  day  standing  to- 
gether,  as  man  and  man.     We  are  bro- 
thers of  the  same  clay — we  are  derived 
from    the    same    all-benevolent    source. 
Accept  the  choice  I  make  you  in  brother- 
hood of  heart.     Choose  whetlier  you  will 
be  a  spirit  of  light,  dispensing  blessings, 
or  a  daemon  of  darkness  cursino;  and  ac- 
cursed.    Think  that  through  me,  though 
weak,  your  better  angel  speaks.    May  the 
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God  of  heaven  direct  your  decision,  and 
pluck  out  of  youi  heart  the  dark  seeds  of 
that  ambition  which  ruined  the  loftiest  of 
tlie  archan^rels  ! 

Morrice  was  silent.     His   hands   were 
locked  together  by  the  sympathetic  impulse 
of  his   patriotic   zeaL     The  usual  tender 
expression  of  his  eyes  was  now  changed 
for  alight  which  coruscated  with  alternate 
energy  and  pathos  ;  and   their  radiance 
Avas  almost  intolerable,  as  he  bent  them 
on  the  dark  and  chano^ino;  countenance  of 
the  revolutionary  chief  Both  were  silent : 
but  the  silence  of  Cromwell  was  the  sig- 
nal of  an  inward   conflict  of  which  the 
mind's  outward  index  gave  terrible  in- 
timation.    He  sighed  audibly,  and  then 
sunk  for  a  few  minutes  into  a  fit  of  gloomy 
abstraction.     At  last,  casting  up  his  eyes 
to  Heaven  and  beating  his  bosom,  he 
])roke  the  oppressive  silence. 

''  Thou  knowest,"  he  said,  looking 
upwards,  "  how  often  I  have  implored 
thee  to  remove  this  load  from  my  shoulder  1 
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how  often  I  have  washed  my  pillow  with 
fruitless  tears,  and  wearied  thee  with 
protestations  !  Nevertheless,  let  thy  will 
be  done ! ' 

Then  turning  towards  Morrice,  he  ad- 
dressed him  in  the  following  terras  : — 

''  Colonel  John  Morrice,  thou  hast 
stated  many  things  to  me  more  than  I 
can  answer  at  this  time  :  for  an  answer 
in  season  is  a  gift  from  the  Most  High. 
Howbeit,  I  will  not  refrain  from  offering 
such  as  I  have,  because  I  have  respect 
for  thee  as  a  brave  man.  I  say,  then, 
that  thy  zeal  waxeth  hotter  in  this  matter 
than  thy  prudence  justilkth  :  teaching 
thee  to  stray  from  what  profiteth  unto 
God,  to  that  which  delighteth  the  ear 
carnally  by  the  chime  of  words.  And 
this,  truly,  is  a  testimony  to  me  of  the  rock 
whence  thou  wert  hewn,  even  the  house 
of  thy  late  inadvertent  lord.  Forasmuch 
as  thou  hast  threatened  oreat  tiiin2:s  of 
what  may  come,  friend  Morrice,  1  fear 
them  nothino; :  for  the  Lord  hath  streno'th 
to  deliver  v.hom  he  will,  and  when.     And 
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of  a  truth,  I  know  that  he  fitteth  the  back 
to  the  burthen,  Hghtening  his  hand,  so 
that  it  break  not  the  vessels   of  his   cor- 
rection.    Thou  hast  named  a  worthy  of 
profane  times    called   Caesar,    who   did 
gather  and  subdue  unto  himself  the  Ro- 
man power.     And  truly,  albeit,  I  am  not 
skilled,  as  many  are,   in  the  subtleties  of 
history  ;  the  Lord  hath  given  me  grace  to 
understand  as  much  as  befitteth  the  pro- 
fession which  I  have  embraced  from  my 
youth  up.     Blessed   be  him   that   giveth 
and  him  that  taketh  away.     I   am  as  I 
am.     Verily,  I   am  not  given  to   speak 
great  words  as  the  scribes  do,  or  I  would 
tell  thee,  John  Morrice,  that  I  fear  not 
what  thou  and  thine  can  do  against  me, 
any  more  than  the  Imperator  Caesar  did 
the  pirates  into    whose    hands   he   fell. 
Albeit,  it  becometh  me  not  to  use  gibes 
towards  thee  as  he  did,  inasmuch  as  thy 
oallant  bearins:  liketh  me   well :  never- 
theless,  I  warn  thee  that  the  way  in  which 
thou  art  fallen  is  beset  with  snares   and 
dangers  ;  for  of  a  surety,  there  is  rash- 
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ness  in  plucking  the  lion's  beard.  Will 
not  he  rise  in  wrath  when  he  seeth  his 
time  ?  Certes  for  this  and  other  things, 
(I  speak  wittingly,)  there  is  a  requital. 
And  forasmuchas  thou  hast  reminded 
me  of  the  fate  of  that  Imperator  before 
named ;  truly,  if  a  heathen  went  on  with- 
out fear,  it  is  not  for  one  of  the  elect,  wha 
hath  the  seal,  to  be  afraid  of  man  that  is 
as  grass,  and  his  day  as  a  shadow  that 
passeth  away.  Verily,  Caesar  put  back 
the  crown,  if  so  be  that  peradventure  he 
might  disarm  his  enemies.  But  it  fell 
not  out  so,  and  who  knoweth  what  shall 
be  ?  Even  so  will  I  persist  till  my  course 
be  finished :  yea,  even  until  I  am  de- 
livered from  the  body  of  this  life.  I  am 
but  as  a  vessel  in  the  liands  of  the  potter, 
and  an  instrument  for  the  workman. 
1  have  laid  ray  hand  upon  the  plough,  and 
must  not, — nay,  will  not,  look  back. 
Peradventure,  it  is  not  competent  for  me 
with  safety  to  retire.  Nevertheless,  I  will 
not  close  mine  ear  to  healing  overtures, 
l5 
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kst  I  appear  of  a  hard  heart,  and  a  weaker 
or  a  Worser  man  than  him  of  yore  to  whom 
thou  hast  likened  me_  Ilowbeit,  if  the 
same  destiny  as  his  awaiteth  me,  and  my 
life  be  not  given  me  for  a  prey,  to  enjoy 
it  :  I  am  as  I  am.  The  Lord's  will  be 
done.  It  is  no  light  thing  that  I  have 
undertaken,,  to  restore  the  heritage  of 
Israel,  and  I  shall  see,  I  hope,  of  the  tra- 
vail of  my  soul,  and  be  satisfied.  Neverthe- 
less, if  Israel  be  not  gathered,  yet  shall  my 
livame  be  o-lorious  in  the  eves  of  the  Lord, 
and  he  sliall  be  my  strength." 

After  Cromwell  had  made  this  very 
characteristic  harangue,  lie  sunk  uito  an 
inveterate  silence.  The  colonel  vainly 
essayed  to  obtain  some  better  terms,  but 
at  last  was  compelled  to  content  himself 
Nvith  the  cold  promise,  that  ''  howbeit"  his 
party  might  have  decided  upon  no  further 
terms  with  their  unibitunate  sovereign  ; 
yet  he,  at  Morrice's  intercession,  would 
listen  to  one  more  overture,  and  avrait  the 
return  of  the  envoy. 
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The  colonel  immediately  proceeded  to 
his  brother  officers,  and  stated  to  them 
this  very  unsatisfactory  result.  Never- 
theless, he  did  not  yield  to  despondency  ; 
and  after  a  lono-  discussion  with  the 
chiefs  of  the  garrison  of  what  was  best  to 
be  done  under  this  new  crisis,  it  was 
iinally  determined,  at  his  own  recom- 
mendation, that  he  should  act  the  part  of 
envoy  to  his  imprisoned  sovereign,  and 
select  a  companion  for  the  journey  en 
whom  he  €ould  rely. 

A  hundred  generous  youths  were  prompt 
to  share  the  danger  and  ditliculty  of  the 
task;  but  the  partial  impulse  of  friend- 
ship, as  well  as  the  universal  suffrage 
extorted  by  merit,  caused  the  lot  to  fall  in 
one  direction,  and  Sir  Arthur  Beaumont 
was  thenewDiomed  selected  to  accompany 
the  English  Ulysses  in  this  great  enter- 
prize  for  recovering  the  palladium  of 
royalty. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

A  little  lonely  hermitage  it  was, 
Down  in  a  dale,  hard  by  a  river's  side. 
Far  from  resort  of  people  that  did  pass 
In  travail  to  and  fro. 

Faerie  Queene^ 

In  consequence  of  this  decision,  Mor- 
rice^  accompanied  by  Beaumont,  the  fol- 
lowing night,  being  that  of  the  seventh  of 
October,  1648,  issued  from  the  sally  port, 
at  New  Hall,  to  undertake  the  most  ad- 
venturous achievement  of  his  life.  Making 
a  rule  of  travelling  during  the  night,  and 
resting  during  the  day  at  such  retired 
inns  or  cottages  as  they  encountered,  they 
arrived  at  last,  without  accident,  and 
through  a  number  of  bye  ways,  on  the 
confines  of  Northamptonshire.  During 
this  perilous  journey,  made,  as  they  well 
knew,   through  the  midst  of  their  eiie- 
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mies,  the  inexhaustible  information  of  Sir 
Arthur  beguiled  the  irksomeness  of  a 
journey  so  constrained  by  caution.  Ne- 
ver did  the  extensive  wit  and  knovvled2:e 
of  the  world,  which  set  their  seal  on 
every  word  and  action  of  that  interest- 
ing man,  shine  forth  with  more  eclat. — 
His  unruffled  gentlemanly  ease,  his 
cheerfulness  in  submitting  to  privations, 
his  unremitting  attention  to  the  least 
wish  of  his  fellow-traveller,  without  any 
regard  to  self,  were  inexhaustible. — 
His  politeness  was  not,  as  it  usually  is^ 
a  mere  exterior — a  conventional  counter 
of  professions,  passed  from  one  person  to 
another,  without  value  in  the  eyes  of  the 
acceptor  or  the  giver  ;  but,  evidently  seat- 
ed in  the  heart,  having  its  root  in  philan- 
thropy, and  nurtured  by  the  over-flowing 
milk  of  human  kindness.  But,  on  this 
occasion,  whether  it  was  with  a  generous 
view  to  lay  an  unction  on  those  heart- 
rending pangs  of  Morrice,  with  which  he 
too  deeply  sympathized  ;  or,  whether  he 
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sought,  in  giving  vent  to  the  quick-rush- 
ing stream  of  past  recollections,  to  drown 
the  prominent  association  of  his  own 
feelings,  never  liad  that  particular 
southern  tact  of  conversation,  in  which 
lie  almost  stood  single  among  the  chil- 
dren of  En2:lish  foos,  broken  forth  with  so 
much  brilliancy,  or  laid  open  so  rich  a 
treasure.  Often  did  Morrice  sigh  at  the 
recollection  of  what  a  dangerous  rival  lie 
once  had  :  how  infinitely  (as  his  modesty 
suggested,)  more  attractive  in  all  that 
interests  a  female  heart,  than  himself — a 
gallant  knight,  an  accomplished  scholar, 
a  travelled  statesman,  a  w  it,  a  poet,  a 
courtier,  a  man  of  family,  and  of  an  ad- 
dress and  person  without  et|ual ;  he 
sighed,  I  say,  to  think  that  all  this  accu- 
mulated temptation  was,  (as  Sir  Arthur 
confessed,  and,  as  Morrice's  own  humi- 
lity could  not  conceal  from  him,)  rejected 
for  him.  Yet,  while  his  heart  smote  him, 
as  he  thought,  upon  the  ruin  he  had  un- 
intentionally caused,  there  was  one  con- 
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soling  thought  connected  with  that  re- 
morse. There  was  a  fellow  heart  which 
owned  a  chord  responding  to  his  own. 
If  he  had  lost  that  self-devoting  principle, 
the  purity  of  woman's  love,  for  which 
the  range  of  earth  has  no  equivalent,  and 
to  which  nothing  can  be  compared  be- 
yond the  precincts  of  forfeited,  forgotten 
Eden,  the  void  was  partly  filled  by  the  iide- 
lity  of  an  ennobling  friendship.  A  friend- 
ship like  this,  ^*  as  iron  sharpens  iron," 
invigorates  the  moral  sinew  of  men, 
while  it  purifies  the  sentiment,  and  ele- 
vates the  intellect.  It  is  a  talisman,  in- 
tangible by  wickedness,  and  demonstrat- 
ing how  much  virtue  is  its  own  reward 
— halving  its  sorrows,  doubling  its  joys. 
Alas  1  alas !  weak  and  frenzied  is  that  hal- 
lucination, which  deems  that  human  na- 
ture, liowever  great,  however  writhing 

**  beneath  the  stings, 
Which  conscious  merit  of  the  unwcrthy  takes/' 
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can  live  iinvitiated  in  the  solitude  which 
the  "  raw  nerve"  of  its  first  vindictive 
feeling  suggests  as  a  relief!  Howling 
fiends  are  there  to  tempt  and  struggle 
with  the  patient !  There  may  be,  some- 
times, other  brighter,  sky-begotten  vi- 
sions, such  as  those  which  communed 
with  the  bard  amidst  the  leafy  bowers  of 
Avignon  :  but  let  the  shade  of  Rousseau 
speak !  He  must  be  more  than  man  who 
comes  forth  from  the  temptation  of  the 
wilderness  he  has  dared,  unpolluted,  un- 
deteriorated,  or  unstained. 

I  beg  pardon — I  forgot  in  the  in- 
terest which  these  papers  excite  in  me, 
the  compiler,  that  I  have  no  right  to  break 
with  my  feeble  commentary  on  the  pro- 
gressing unity  of  the  action.  My  excuse 
must  be  in  the  picture  which  these  pa- 
pers conjure  up  to  the  ^^  mind's  eye"  of 
two  gallant  men,  realizing  the  bold  en- 
terprising character  of  past  chivalry,  by- 
founding  it  on  a  base  of  public  duty  ; 
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sometimes  discoursing  of  ^'  matters  high," 
of  Spartan  fortitude,  and  early  Roman 
virtue,  as  they  rode  along  the  panoramic 
roads  :  or  seated  beneath  the  autumn - 
tinted  groves  of  this  ''  delicious  isle,"  un- 
bosomed their  souls  in  fearless,  unrestrict- 
ed confidence. 

For  the  first  part  of  the  journey,  Sir 
Arthur  Beaumont's  conversation  abound- 
ed with  piquant  sallies  of  wit  and  inex- 
haustible anecdotes  of  all  that  was  pass- 
ing, or  had  lately  passed,  in  contempo- 
rary Europe.  He  knew  the  private  his- 
tory of  the  Austrian  and  Swedish  cabinet, 
and  had  himself  prest  the  secret  springs 
which  set  the  Spanish  frame  of  policy  in 
motion.  He  had  followed  as  a  page  to 
Spain  the  chivalric  enterprise  of  his  pre- 
sent sovereign,  and  had  witnessed  the  im- 
obtrusive  love  of  a  princess  crushed  by  the 
stern  dictate  of  a  father's  policy.  He 
could  describe  the  audacious  passion  of 
Buckingham,  and  knew  the  history  of 
the  ungovernable  Carlos,  and  the  fatal 
irrepressible  love  which  ended   in  regal 
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filicide.     He  had  been  admitted  into  the 
cabinet  of  the  honest   Oxienstern,    and 
touched  the  hair  which  set  in  motion  the 
giant   mechanism  of  the    wily  Mazarin. 
He  had  looked  down  on  the  terrors  of  the 
Lutzen   fight — had   shared    the   mihtary 
couch  of  Piccolomini — and  witnessed  his 
inward  conflict  of  early  friendship  with  du- 
ty and  ambition.  He  had  seentiie  aspiring 
star  of  the  deluded  Wallenstein  tracking- 
its  way  towards  the  Cassiopean*  scep- 
tre, and  setting  in  darkness,  treachery, 
and  blood.     Neither  was  his  knowledo:e 
of  the  most  conspicuous    of   his    coun- 
trymen  more   barren   or  confined.      He 
knew  the  causes  which  had  first  diso:usted 
the  chivalric  Montrose  with  the    cove- 
nanters ;  and  witnessed  his  first  interview 
with  the  king.     He  struck  out  in  bold 
relievo  the  conniving  juggles  of  Cromwell 
and  Argyle.    He  made  the  whole  intrigue 
of    O'Neale    transparent ;    the   cause  of 
Hyde's  disrepute  with  the  queen  of  Es- 

*  Schiller. 
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Fex's  defection  ;  of  Holland's  vacillating 
policy  now  drawing   to  its   close.      He 
had  listened  at  Cherburg  with  friendly 
remonstrance  to   the  rhapsodies  of  Lord 
Herbert,    and   admired    the   speculative, 
wide  oTaspins:  research  of  Wilkins.  Had 
seen  Worcester   command  the  elements, 
and  shared  with  friendly  sympathy  the 
philosophical  experiments  of  Sir  Kenehii. 
For  the  last  he  always  expressed  an  un- 
bounded regard  ;  and  though   his  better 
taste  rejected  the  chief  deductions  of  his 
philosophy,  he  had  sense  enough  to  foresee 
in  the  infant  struggles  of  cradled  science, 
with  covertly  gliding  error,  the  muscular, 
unrelaxing  gripe  of  the  full-grown  deity. 
It  was  affecting  to  hear  him  dwell  on  their 
schoolboy  friendship,  on   the  vast,  inde- 
finite, too  easily  extinguished  hopes  which 
most  men  indul^re  on  enterino;  the  untried 
world.  Once,  indeed,  to  amuse  his  friend. 
Sir  Arthur  ventured  to  touch  with  good- 
humoured  ridicule  the  exao^o:erated  love 
of  SirKenelm  for  his  wife — the  perfumes 
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which  he  showered  upon  his  idol, — and 
the  viper  broths  he  prepared  for  her  com- 
plexion. But  it  was  a  sore  subject  for 
Morrice.  The  attachment,  the  character, 
and  beauty  of  Lady  Venetia  Anastasia, 
were  too  reminiscitory  of  Matilda.  The 
picture  of  love  securely  possessed  was  too 
sadly  contrasted  with  that  which  he  had 
thrown  away ;  and  it  appeared  almost 
profane  to  smile  at  that  extreme  passion 
which  his  benevolent  heart  felt  could 
scarcely  be  exaggerated  for  so  unim^ 
peachable  an  object. 

But  amidst  the  daily  progress  of  mu- 
tual regard  and  esteem,  and  the  occasional 
re-ebbing  of  unquiet  thoughts,  Morrice 
never  lost  sight  of  the  journey's  object. 
To  this  he  frequently  recalled  the  attention 
of  Sir  Arthur.  Upon  this  subject  he  was 
tenaciously  jealous,  and,  as  he  thought, 
he  observed  less  zeal  in  Sir  Arthur  on  that 
point  as  they  advanced  across  Northamp" 
tonshire.  Indeed,  the  farther  they  pro- 
ceeded, he  remarked  symptoms  of  change 
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in  his  companion,  for  which  he  could  not 
account.   In  Ueu  of  the  rather  artificial  vo- 
lubility which  he  had  exhibited  on  the 
lirst  daysof  the  journey,  he  suddenly  be- 
came taciturn,  abstracted,  and  scarcely 
seemed  to  understand  the  questions  put  to 
him  by  the   colonel.     He  often   started, 
and  turned  pale,   and  fixed  his  eye  on 
Morrice  with  an  expression  of  incompre- 
hensible pity.     Then,  as  if  awakened  by 
the  astonished  look  of  the  colonel,  he  would 
shake  off  the  musing  fit  with  some  happy 
jest ;  or  ascribe  it,  with  many  apologies, 
to  the  force  of  disappointed  passion.     At 
length,  at  the  close  of  one  day,  when  these 
symptoms  had  become  so  conspicuous  as 
for  the  first  time  to  awaken  the  colonel's 
suspicious  ;  they  heard  at  the  village  inn 
where  they  stopped,  that  a  party  of  parlia- 
mentary troops  had  just  passed,  and  were 
not  far  in   advance  upon  the  road.     On 
receiving  this  intelligence,  they  resolved 
to  put  up  their  horses,  and  stay  the  even- 
ing at  the  spot  they  occupied,  with  a  re- 
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solution  of  proceeding  on   foot   towards 
the   middle  of    the    nio:ht.       In    fulfill- 
ing    this  intention,  they   proceeded   for 
some   time    along  the    main    road,    and 
at  last  found    themselves   in  the  hollow 
of  a  romantic  glen,  surrounded  on  all  sides 
by  an  amphitheatre  of  conical  downs  ris- 
ing in   billowy   undulations  one  behind 
another.     Most  of  them  were  bare,  others 
sprinkled  with  pebbles  and  patches  of  un- 
thrifty grass,  and  the   rest  thinly  dotted 
here  and  there  with  knots  of  box  and  low 
trees.     At  the  bottom  of  the  valley,  to 
which,  the  radiating  sweep  of  the  downs 
converged,  was  a  deep  ravine,  apparently 
formed  by  nature  when,  acting  by  some  in- 
w^ard  convulsion,  she  heaved  up  the  wavy 
lineaments  of  the  adjacent  country  into 
their  present  form.     This  ravine  was  in 
some  places  shallow,  in  others   gloomily 
deep  ;  but  threaded  through  its  whole  ex- 
tent by  a  gushing  rill,  which,  descending 
as  in  a  funnel  from  the  surrounding  hills, 
emptied  itself  through  this  vomitory  into 
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a  broad  irregular  pool  of  water  overgrown 
with  cresses,  nympha,  and  rushes.  Eni- 
bracins:  its  narrowest  arm  at  the  bottom 
of  the  glen,  a  white,  ivy-mantled,  single- 
arched  bridge  was  just  discerned  through 
the  fluctuatino;  shadows  of  twilioht.  As 
the  two  friends  paused  a  moment  to  sur- 
vey these  various  objects,  the  drifted  va- 
poury clouds  that  swept  gustily  across 
the  face  of  the  sky — the  low  howl  of  the 
rising  v/ind — and  the  sobbing  of  the  sur- 
rounding boughs,  announced  an  ap- 
proaching storm.  A  distinct  pattering  of 
the  rain  on  the  faded  autumnal  leaves  en- 
sued— the  gurgling  of  the  brook  beneath 
grew  louder  ;  a  vivid  flash  lighted  half  the 
circular  sweep  of  the  horizon,  and  was 
immediately  followed  by  a  deluging  heavy 
^^hower. 

As  the  travellers  had  reached  this  place 
by  a  bye  road,  in  order  to  avoid  the  ene- 
rny's  force,  Morriceliad  not  the  most  dis- 
tant idea  of  Uie  spot's  name  or  situation  ; 
and  the  increasing  lightning  nou-  became 
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appalling  and  terrific.  All  heaven  ap- 
peared to  open  at  each  successive  flashy 
and  the  echoes  of  the  ensuing  thunder 
leapt  from  hill  to  hill.  No  human  habita- 
tion appeared  at  hand,  except  a  low  white 
cottage  at  the  further  span  of  the  bridge. 
The  same  melancholy  ivy  which  thickly 
mantled  the  last,  hung  in  festoons  around 
the  walls  of  the  hut,  imparting  to  it  a 
similar  desolate  character.  Its  leaf-en- 
cumbered windows  and  door  were  closed  ; 
no  smoke  arose  from  it ;  and  whether  it 
vras  tenanted  or  not,  was  difficult  to  con- 
jecture. While  the  friends  stood  doubt- 
ing whether  to  descend  into  the  glen  to- 
wards it  or  not,  Morrice  imagined  that 
his  eye  caught  the  indented  edge  of  a  bat- 
tlement peeping  over  one  of  the  further 
downs,  as  a  vivid  flash  of  lio^htnino^  dart- 
ed  across  the  verge  of  the  horizon,  and 
gave  a  blue  shadowy  edge  to  the  radiating 
curves  of  the  surroundino;  hills.  He 
pointed  out  the  direction  of  the  object  to 
his  friend,  who  admitted  that  he  saw  upon 
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the  recurrence  of  a  similar  intense  flash, 
the  upper  parapet  of  a  square  keep,  or 
castellated  niansion.  Beaumont  imme- 
diate! v  started  with  an  air  of  recog- 
nition. 

''  I  think  I  know  something  of  the 
place,"  he  said,  after  a  pause;  "  and  if 
ray  conjecture  turn  out  to  be  right,  I  feel 
pretty  confident  in  promising  you  good 
quarters,  and  a  welcome  for  the  night. 
Do  you  go,  and  endeavour  to  obtain  shel- 
ter in  yon  cottage,  while  I  follow  the 
track  of  this  pebbly  pathway  between  the 
hills,  and  reconnoitre  the  ground.  If  my 
guess  happen  to  be  a  lucky  one,  I  shall 
prepare  for  your  reception,  and  imme- 
diately return." 

So  saying,  without  waiting  for  a  reply, 
lie  began  mounting  the  almost  perpendi- 
cular path,  dislodging  the  rattling  stones 
as  he  ascended,  and,  with  difficulty, 
breasting  the  fierce  gust  of  united  wind 
and  rain.  Morrice  waited  till  his  friend 
kiad  reached  the  top  of  the  wild  slope. — 

VOL.    II.  M 
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Tlie  profile  of  his  graceful  figure  appeared 
one  moment  on  the  uppermost  verge  of 
the  hill,  darkly  shadowed,  like  a  figure  of 
the  early  Greek  pottery  on  the  reheving 
back  ground  of  an  intensely  coruscating 
sky — the  next  moment  it  sunk  behind  an 
uiidulating  curve,  and  Morrice  felt  that 
he  stood  alone. 

The  rain  still  poured  down  in  a  deluge, 
and  there  was  no  alternative  but  to  take 
Beaumont's  advice,  and  apply  for  shelter 
at  the  cottage.  The  colonel  accordingly 
descended  by  a  very  dilapidated  path, 
which  led  in  a  zig-zag:  direction  from  the 
spot  where  he  stood  to  the  hither  angle  oi 
the  embowered  bridge  ;  and,  after  much 
difficulty,  in  retaining  footing  on  the  slip- 
pery soil, — sometimes  leaping  over  deep 
ruts  w^hich  intersected  the  ravine — some- 
times wading,  ankle-deep,  through  boil- 
ing rills,  which  now  foamed  down  from 
every  point  of  the  upland  towards  tUe 
central  basin  in  the  valley,  he  reached 
the  front  of  the  cottage.     He  paused  one 
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moment, to  admire  the  fine  effect  of  so  many 
serpentine  threads  of  water,  all  converging 
to  one  focus,  and  exhibited  at  once  to  the 
ev;e,  at  every  broad  flash  of  the  lightning", 
like  a  fairy  net- work  of  silver,  thrown 
over  the  shadowy  glen.  Then,  stepping 
over  a  deep  pool,  caused  by  the  flood,  he 
knocked  at  the  door.  No  answer  was 
returned.  He  knocked  again — nothing 
within  gave  intimation  of  life  ;  at  last  he 
prest  the  latch — the  door  immediately 
pelded,  and  he  entered  the  hut. 

The  cottage  w  as  neatly  white-washed 
within,  and,  as  far  as  the  dim  light  per- 
mitted observation,  comfortably  furnish- 
ed. Indeed,  all  the  light  which  could 
assist  conjecture,  as  to  the  occupants  and 
their  comforts,  arose  from  the  ruddy  em- 
bers of  a  half-extinguished  wood  fire. 
The  first  objects  strikingly  visible,  were 
the  glaring  eyes  of  an  extraordinary  large 
black  cat,  seated,  in  composed  majesty, 
on  the  carpeted  arm  of  an  old-fashioned 
gquare-backed  chair.  Something  resem- 
M  2 
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bling  a  red-checked  curtain  appeared  t# 
be  hanging  before  a   shadowy   recess  in 
one  corner  ;  but,  independent  of  the  un- 
disturbed animal,  there  appeared  to  bene 
other  living  occupant.     A  strange  inde- 
finable sensation  crept  over  the  mind  of 
Morrice  :  it  appeared  to  himself  weak, 
but  he  felt  that  it  was  singular  to  be  thus 
standing  in  a  lone  cottage,  face  to  face, 
with  so  strange  a  resident,   on  whom  the 
tremendous    storm    without    seemed  to 
make  no  impression.     While  he  debated 
within  himself  what  to  do,  his  attention 
was  caught  by  a  low-breathed  sigh,  and 
he  immediately  observed  the  blazing  di- 
lated pupils  of  the  cat  turning  slowly  on 
their  pivots  towards  the  checked  curtain 
in  the  corner.     An  involuntary  impulse 
urged  the  colonel  to  direct  his  step  that 
way.     On  approaching,   he  discovered  a 
bed  fixed  there,  in  a  recess  of  the  wall : 
and,  while  he  doubtingly  extended  hig 
hand  to  draw  back  the  curtain   which 
hung  before  it,  he  was   startled    by    a 
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shrieking   voice,   which   he  immediately 
recooTiized  : 

'•  Who  passes  there  ?  Death  is  heavy 
in  the  fall  of  that  foot !" 

^'  It  is  I — your  friend,  Colonel  Mor- 
rice,"  was  the  colonel's  answer.  '^  Ignorant 
of  the  tenant,  I  sought  shelter  under  this 
roof  from  the  storm.  But  I  am  happy  to 
find  you  so  much  more  comfortable  than 
at  Hatfield,  Martha;  and  I  am  still 
more  pleased  in  presuming  that  this 
attention  to  you  is  owing  to  my  generous 
friend  Sir  Arthur  Beaumont." 

'*  Sir  Arthur  who  ?"  shrieked  the  bel- 
dam, starting  up  in  bed,  and  fixing  her 
disordered  countenance  on  the  speaker. 
'*  Who?  Sir  Arthur  Beaumont?  your 
friend  ?  Wretched  man  !  rather  call  the 
smooth  gliding  snake,  that  winds  its 
deathful  coil  around  your  neck,  a 
friend !" 

"  Here  must  be  some  mistake,  good 
dame  ;  I  speak  of  Sir  Arthur  Beaumont, 
a  royalist  cavalier,  a  man  of  family  and 
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character ;  a  man  in  wliof-e  hands,  f 
would  securely  deposit  my  honor  and  my 
life." 

*'  Be  not  too  ready,  John  Morrice,  to 
*  strike  hands  with  a  stranger:  why 
should'st  thou  die  before  thy  time  ?'.  A 
royalist?  Hear  what  I  say  and  be  warned  I 
He  is  one  of  the  *  confederated'  or  has 
been  one.  Can  heart  of  man  escape  un- 
polluted from  their  den  ?" 

Morrice  shuddered ;  for  he  remem- 
bered the  confession  of  Sir  Arthur.  But 
he  ventured  to  reply  :  ^'  He  is  not  bond- 
ed by  their  dire  oath.'* 

^^  Bonded  ?  He  is  bonded  by  his  fierce 
passions,"  shrieked  the  Bedlam.  Wottest 
thou  nothing  of  where  thou  art?  The 
region  of  love's  idolatry  !  Wait  till  the 
morning  breaks  and  see  the  trees  and 
rocks  covered  with  a  single  name  ;  a 
name  that  cuts  deeply  of  itself,  John 
Morrice,  into  the  heart." 

''  I  know  what  you  mean,  Martha.  He 
has  confessed  his  love.  But  is  that  a  cause 
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for  suspicion  in  a  generous  soul  ?  you  slan- 
der him,  dame  !  I  must  not  hear  it. 

''  Yet  hear  me ;  deluded  man  I  your 
clear  ken  is  blinded  by  your  virtues. 
Experience  of  evil  is  dumb  within  you. 
Love  softens  vou  into  a  lamb.  But  there  are 
men,  of  whom  it  makes  ferocious  tygers. 
Would'st  thou  present  thy  naked  throat 
to  the  monster's  irritated  spring  ?  Hear 
me  !  This  spot  is  the  theatre  of  a  disap- 
pointed love  worked  up  to  madness.  Phil- 
tres,— and  herbs, — and  midnight  charms 
that  darken  the  moon  availed  nothinp;- 
For  three  years  he  wandered  over  these 
desolate  hills,  shunning  man — solitary — 
raving.  One  day,  '  she  said,  lowering  her 
voice  to  a  whisper,'  he  came  here — not 
to  me — but  to  another.  He  stood  where 
you  stand  now  ;  I  saw  him,  although  he 
saw  not  me.  His  eyes  burnt  like  yon 
embers  on  the  hearth.  He  wanted  a 
drug — something  that  would  not  give 
pain— something  that  would  kill  gently. 
Do  you  understand  me  ?    He  meant  that 
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no  human  arm  should  embrace  that  form 
wliich  was  not  to  be  embraced  by  him." 

Morrice  groaned  deeply,  and  shook 
visibly  with  an  internal  conflict.  '^  Why 
do  you  conjure  up  these  visions  ?"  he  said. 
''  Am  I  never  to  know  rest  ?  The  earth 
lies  upon  the  breast  which  caused  this 
phrenzy.  Disturb  not  the  quiet  ashes. 
Surely  the  fire  of  love  must  die  when  the 
fuel  is  departed ! 

'^  What  is  it  you  mean,  John  Morrice  ?" 
replied  the  reputed  witch,  in  a  milder  tone. 
"Die?  departed?"  As  she  spoke  she 
looked  earnestly  at  him,  as  if  intending 
to  proceed — but  checked  herself,  and  sunk 
back  for  a  few  moments  on  the  pillow. 
Then  sitting  up  again,  she  addrest  the 
colonel  in  a  more  collected  voice. 

''  I  believe  you  are  right,  John  Morrice. 
Suspicion  is  a  present,  realized  hell  ; 
that  I  know  :  but  the  fiends  that  goad 
and  tempt  me,  prevent  my  judging 
rightly.  We  have  neither  of  us  long 
time  for  hope  or  fear  ;  and  our  troubled 
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dream  will  soon  be  over.  There  are 
three  stars  now  bright  in  the  firmament, 
and  there  is  one  among  them  erring,  but 
regal,  and  beautiful  ;  but  they  must  all 
be  dimmed — and  set  together.  It  is  a 
bloody  cloud  that  will  receive  them  ;  and 
the  sanguine  vapour  is,  even  while  I  speak, 
amassing.  Yet  hear  my  words  ;  this  is 
the  last  time  but  once,  John  Morrice,  that 
you  will  see  the  utterer.  You  have  a 
duty  to  fulfill ;  to  pluck  a  burning  brand 
from  the  fire.  In  a  desolate'  island, — 
Lindholme,  the  spot  where  Thor,  a  devil 
or  a  god,  once  dwelt,  where  man  trem- 
bles to  set  foot,  is  a  well  of  water,  that 
glitters  like  something  too  spiritual  for 
the  earth  that  encircles  it.  There  must 
you  stand,    and   call   upon  the  name  of 

Matilda " 

*'  Martha  Allen  !"  interrupted  Morrice 
sternly,  '^  have  done  with  these  chi- 
maeras,  as  you  value  my  friendship.  1 
have  seen  enough  of  such  blasphemies  in 
C'thers,  and  my  soul  is  wearied  of  them. 
M  5 
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Great  God  !  what  is  it  you  take  me  for  ? 
Do  you  imagine  that  I  would  drag  a 
spirit  from  its  quiet  rest  ?  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian soldier  ;  and  have  not  yet  siiifered 
the  soil  of  these  evil  days  to  pervert  my 
principles.  Neither  shall  it  now.  I  may 
suffer  :  but  I  will  not  tempt  God." 

'•  What  is  it  you  mean  ?"  shrieked  the 
beldam,  with  rising'  madness  irlarins:  \n 
her  eyes.  ^^  Do  you  think  that  I  would 
hurt  that  lamb,  whose  eyes  I  saw  open, 
and  by  whose  cradle  I  watched  so  long? 
Do  you  think  that  I  would  Ircad  on  that 
cruslied  and  weeping  flower?  She  that 
fed  me, — and  knelt  by  me, — and  calmed 
^^ith  her  voice  the  tormenting  iiends, 
when  all  the  world  stood  aloof?  God  keep 
me !  I  am  a  sinful  woman  :  but  the  evil 
one  of  all  would  not  counsel  such  an  a«t. 
Why  do  you  struggle  with  fate  ?  Do  you 
think  your  bond  of  soul  can  ever  l)e  loosed? 
No  !  if  you  were  throned  with  the  good  in 
heaven,  and  if  the  deeps  covered  her,  the 
ihain  would  reach  vou  : — her  love  would 
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pluck  the  stars  from  their  bright  dweil- 
mgs— 

Steps  were  now  heard  rapidly  ap- 
proaching ;  and  the  witch  broke  off. 
**  I  hear  him,  I  know  that  step  of  old  : 
that  elastic  Italian  step  which  prates  of  a 
cruel  energy.  Our  sluggish  fog-engen- 
dered blood  is  not  in  that  foot-fail. 
He's  here.  Remember  my  words,  John 
Morrice !" 

**  Saying  this,  she  threw  herself  beneath 
the  clothes  of  the  bed,  and  hastily  drew 
the  curtain.  At  the  same  moment  Sir  Ar- 
thur s  voice  was  heard  without.  Morrice 
without  waiting  his  entrance,  opened  the 
door  and  went  out  to  him. 

On  lifting  the  latch  he  found  Sir  Ar- 
thur, accompanied  by  a  tall  slim  youth 
habited  like  a  page. 

'^  Come,  my  dear  colonel,"  he  said, 
with  his  usual  animated  voice  ;  it  was 
not  without  reason  that  I  guessed  we 
were  near  a  port. 

Now  strike  your  aails,  ye  joll/  mariners, 
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For  M'e  be  come  unto  a  quiet  road,  ^.j 

Where  we  may  land  some  of  our  passengers 
And  light  the  weary  vessel  of  her  load. 
Here  she  awhile  may  make  her  safe  abode. 

*' You  must  not  take  a  bard  literally. 
I  do  not  mean  here  ;  '  here  on  this  bank 
and  shoal  of  time,'  as  Macbeth  says.  It  may 
not  perhaps  suit  your  mood  to  go  to  sleep 
in  the  anticipation  of  finding  yourself  a 
la  7iage  in  the  morning.  Therefore  I  say 
again  come  with  me  to  the  castle  of  — — 
what  shall  I  call  it— the  castle  of  that  soli- 
tary stranger  wight,  ycleped  hospitality. 

Morrice  did  not  stay  for  a  second  invi- 
tation, but  taking  the  offered  arm  of  his 
friend,  ascended,  while  the  page  followed 
behind,  the  same  almost  perpendicular 
path  which  Sir  Arthur  had  before  track- 
ed. The  way  led  over  the  bushy  verge  of 
one  of  the  undulating  downs  before  de- 
ncribed,  and  conducted  them  into  a  little 
valley,  from  which,  after  passing  a  style, 
another  perpendicular  path  ascended  over 
2i  dippery  chalky  soil  to  a  loftier  summit. 
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Morrice  could  not  help  observing  that 
both  Sir  Arthur  and  his  servant  appeared 
familiar  with  the  way,  as  they  ascended 
the  most  precipitous  parts  with  perfect 
ease,  while  to  him  the  whole  ascent  was  a 
task  of  great  difficulty,  and  he  frequently 
stumbled.  On  one  of  these  occasions, 
turning  to  extricate  his  mantle  from  a 
solitary  thorn,  in  which  it  was  entangled, 
he  imagined  that  he  saw  the  page  either 
holding  or  kissing  the  hem  of  it.  This 
appeared  the  more  singular,  as  from  the 
moment  of  his  appearance,  he  had  not 
uttered  a  syllable.  Every  thing  in  short, 
around  him  was  of  a  wild  incomprehen- 
sible character;  and  as  the  gusty  wind 
whistled,  during  the  pauses  of  the  now 
subsiding  storm,  over  the  edge  of  the 
curved  steep,  a  note  of  warning  and  ap- 
proaching evil  seemed  conveyed  in  the 
sound. 

On  approaching  the  top  of  the  second 
hill,  he  perceived  the  remains  of  a  Roman 
or    Danish    encampment     cresting    the 
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height,  and  overhanging  on  one  side  a 
preclpitx)us  break  or  hollow.  Proceeding 
a  hundred  paces  beyond  this,  they  arrived 
at  a  rough  moat,  of  a  date  considerably 
more  modern.  They  followed  the  course 
of  this  moat  for  some  time,  and,  at  last, 
arrived  at  a  swing  bridge  thrown  across 
it,  and  connected  on  the  opposite  side 
with  a  low  building,  resembling  a  lodge, 
by  the  side  of  which  was  a  small  gate  and 
wicket,  and  a  man  on  guard.  Here 
Beaumont  exchanged  what  seemed  a 
watch-word,  and  all  passing  through  the 
gate,  again  ascended  till  they  reached  a 
kind  of  natural  terrace.  The  castle 
which  Morrice  had  barely  discerned 
over  the  downs,  now  stood  before  the 
party  in  all  the  conspicuous  dignity  of  it« 
outline.  It  was  a  castellated  mansion,  or 
rather  rectangular  tower,  fortified  at  the 
angles  by  four  projecting  circular  watch 
towers.  The  main  building  consisted 
of  three  stories,  each  distinguished  by  four 
narrow   casements,  widening  inwardly  ; 
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and  the  only  entrance  to  it  was  through  a 
strong  iron-studded  oaken  door,  raised 
at  least  twelve  feet  from  the  ground,  the 
access  to  which  was  by  a  llight  of  steps, 
protected  by  a  covered  way. 

Morrice  followed  his  conductor  up  thi« 
jealous  staircase,  and  so  onward  through 
an  arched  stone  passage  into  a  square 
Imll,  which  constituted  the  chief  habit- 
able lower  apartment ;  but  opening  at  the 
angles  into  four  smaller  chambers,  con- 
jstructed  within  the  projecting  turrets  at- 
tached to  the  main  building.  There  was 
a  huge  oaken  table  in  this  hall,  with 
benches  rouud  it,  and  a  very  spaciou?< 
fire-place,  but  without  any  fire  to  enli- 
ven the  hearth.  The  naked  stone  walls, 
of  which  this  antique  hall  was  composed, 
were  hung  with  sword  and  fire-arms,  in 
great  variety,  and  grouped  in  grotesque 
forms.  A  grey-headed,  neatly  dressed 
old  man  was  the  only  servant  visible,  and 
he  received  the  party,  bowing,  but  with- 
out uttering  a  word,    lie  then  conducted 
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them  through  an  archway,  corrcvsponding 
with  the  main  door  at  the  opposite  ex- 
tremity, and  thence  up  a  creaking  wooden 
ibtaircase,  hghted,  during  the  day,  by  ex- 
tremely narrow  loop-holes  in  the  wall  : 
but  now  feebly  illuminated  by  a  single 
lamp.  This  staircase  led  to  a  second 
story,  having  five  chambers,  constructed 
on  the  same  model  as  those  below  ; 
namely,  a  large  central  rectangle,  devoted 
to  the  purposes  of  a  state-room,  and  four 
smaller  rooms  in  the  turrets  communi- 
cating with  it,  and  appropriated  as  bed- 
chambers. The  principal  room  was  not 
only  very  dissimilar  from  the  rest  in  de- 
coration, but  fitted  up  with  ostentatious 
attention.  It  was  filled  with  heavy  gilt 
chairs  and  tables,  hung  with  richly- 
worked  tapestry,  and  adorned,  as  closely 
as  could  be,  with  pictures,  chiefly  family 
portraits,  in  cumbrous  carved  frames. 
But  no  master  yet  made  his  appearance  ; 
and  Morrice  was  again  relapsing  into 
doubts  of  his  companion,  when  the  latter 
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turning  laughingly  to  him,  bade  him  wel- 
come to  the  castle  of  the  invisible  en- 
chanter, Ignoto. 

''  You  must  consider  yourself,  ray 
dear  colonel,  in  the  light  of  an  Amadis  de 
Gaul,  or  Palmerin  of  England ;  or,  in  short, 
any  of  those  knight-erraunts,  whichso- 
ever liketh  thee  best,  who  went  about  in 
the  olden  time  doing  good,  redressing  torts 
and  rescuing  captive  damosels.  After  that, 
you  may  as  well  give  the  reins  to  fancy, 
and  consider  me  in  the  light  of  some 
wicked  enchanter,  who  have  deluded  you 
into  the  castle  of  the  all-powerful  Aichie- 
mage,  there  to  put  your  courage  to  the 
test,  by  letting  loose  all  the  skill  of  hi» 
diablerie.  And,  finally,  when  your  re- 
doubtable self  has  thwarted  all  his  arts, 
you  must  expect  to  see  me  vanish  with 
turret,  moat,  bridges,  parapets,  Sec.  into 
the  air.  I  am  only  sorry  that  I  cannot 
furnish  you  with  a  stray  dragon  or 
two,  in  order  that  you  might  fill  up 
the  interval  by  knocking  out  their 
brains." 
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Morrice  listened  very  quietly  to  this 
tirade^  and  then  replied — 

^'  Your  ideas  are  of  a  very  poeticaj 
cast,  Sir  Arthur,  and  not  deficient  in 
fire— ~" 

"  Considering  the  water-bath  we  have 
just  emerged  from,  I'll  grant  you  that," 
interrupted  his  voluble  companion. 

'*  Excuse  me,  Sir  Arthur  ;  I  am  a  plain 
man,  and  I  should  be  obliged  to  you,  in 
plain  English,  to  let  me  know  the  mean- 
ing of  all  this  ;  especially,  why  the  mast^er 
of  the  house  does  not  come  to  welcome 
his  guests  ;  unless,  he  either  dislikes  or 
fancies  himself  lowered  by  their  pre- 
sence/' 

**  Why,  then,  in  sober  seriousness," 
rejoined  Beaumont,  ''  the  master  of  this 
house  is  a  humourist,  who  for  many  years 
has  secluded  himself  from  society.  And 
he  has  commissioned  me,  who  am  a  kind 
of  Welch  cousin,  to  do  the  honors  of  wel- 
come, and  shelter  to  my  friend.  Come, 
feit  you  down  :  and  pray  let  me  see  no 
more  of  those  shakes  of  the  head,  as  much 
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as  to  say,  it's  not  all  gold  that  glitters. 
The  refreshments  now  on  the  table,  I 
assure  you,  are  none  of  your  aerial  fa- 
brications, but  good  substantial  meat  and 
drink.  Therefore,  consider  me  as  your 
host — partake  of  them  ad  Ubilum^ — and 
enjoy  the  good  things  which  ^  fate,  or  for-i 
tune,  or  chance,'  have  set  before  you. 
You  see  although  the  great  enchanter  is 
absent,  we  are  not  without  his  fami- 
liars." 

This  remark  aocain  drew  Morrice's  at- 
tention  to  the  page,  whose  marked  atten- 
tion to  himself  he  had  before  noticed,  and 
who  was  now  in  the  act  of  pouring  him  out 
a  goblet  of  wine.  He  appeared  to  be  a 
stripling  of  about  eighteen, — scarcely  ri- 
pened into  man  ;  but  with  a  form  whicli 
might  have  furnished  the  sculptor  with  a 
model  of  Antinous.  He  was  drest  in  a  close 
doublet  of  purple  velvet,  embroidered  up 
the  breast  with  gold  lace,  which  being 
open  at  the  neck  displayed  to  advantage,  a 
Vandyke  collar  of  exijuisile  Valenciennes 
lace.     His    ti'unkhose     descending    half 
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way  to  the  knee  were  of  the  same  rich 
materials,  but  slashed  and  let  in  with  lilac 
«ilk,  corresponding  with  the  sleeves  of  the 
doublet ;  which  below  the  shoulders  fitted 
close  to  the  arm,  and  were  embroidered 
with  gold  flowers  down  to  the  wrisf. 
His  hose  were  of  lilac  silk  ;  his  shoes  of 
purple  velvet  ;  and  the  rosettes  attached 
to  the  instep  and  knee  consisted  of  the 
two  colours  tastefully  blended.  A  sash  of 
lilac  silk,  which  served  as  a  belt  for  a  short 
cutlass  in  a  silver  sheath,  encircled  his 
waist ;  and  a  Spanish  velvet  hat,  looped 
in  front  with  a  diamond  button,  and 
adorned  with  a  sweeping  lilac  feather, 
completed  his  graceful  costume. 

The  dress  not  only  displayed  the  more 
than  ordinary  symmetry  of  the  boy's 
fig^ure  to  advantao;e,  but  harmonized  cor- 
rectly  with  the  romantic  toiirniire  of 
his  whole  appearance.  His  countenance 
was  entirely  Spanish  ;  of  a  deep  bronze, 
and  would  have  been  handsome  were  it 
not  for  a  disfiguring  scar  on  the  right 
cheek,  apparently   scathed  by   the   near 


5^' 


PaNTEFilACT    CASTLE.  261 

discharge  of  some  fire-arm.  His  eye-brows 
and  hair  were  of  the  deepest  jet,  and  hi» 
small  placid  mouth  corresponded  with 
the  melancholy  glance  of  his  large  and 
presentient  black  .eye. 

While  the  two  attendants  were  in  the 
room,  Beaumont  said  little,  and  appeared 
to  labour  under  constraint ;  but  as  soon 
as  they  were  gone,  he  gave  way  to  an  over- 
strained jovialty  ;  and  pouring  out  glass 
after  glass  of  an  excellent  French  wine, 
exhorted  Morrice  to  imitate  his  example. 
The  colonel,  with  that  caution  which  a 
knowledge  of  the  world  is  apt  to  produce, 
could  not  help  fancying  that  there  was 
somethino'  hollow  and  unnatural  in  this 
great  superabundance  of  spirits.  Neither 
could  he  avoid  thinking,  that  in  the  gar- 
rulity of  Sir  Arthur  there  was  a  latent 
design  to  baffle  or  divert  enquiry.  And 
this  he  soon  had  occasion  to  find  illustrat- 
rd  ;  for  he  had  scarcely  begun  a  question 
•  onnected  with  the  strange  circumstances 
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that  surrounded  them,  when  Beaumont 
interrupted  it — 

*^  Excuse  me,  colonel,  excuse  me  !  I 
am  forbidden,  not  only  by  the  peculiar 
laws  of  this  enchanted  castle,  but  also  by 
the  laws  of  my  own  cerebral  economy,  to 
attempt  the  unravelling  of  Gordian  knots. 
I  am  no  CEdipus,  and  very  far  from  an 
Alexander.  I  am  only  fit  to  play  second 
fiddle,  such  as  a  Pylades,  or  Fidus  Acha- 
tes, or  a  "  fortisque  Gyges,  fortisque  Cle- 
an thes." 

"  Nay,  Sir  Arthur  ;  but  the  question  I 
was  going  to  ask  you  is  so  very  unimpor- 
tant, that  I  cannot  conceive  your  hands 
tied  up  in  this  particular.  Who  is  that 
young  page  who  shewed  so  much  atten- 
tion to  me  during  supper  ?  I  cannot  ac- 
count for  it,  but  his  face  and  manner  in- 
terest me  deeply  ;  and  although  I  am  sure 
I  have  not  seen  any  person  like  him  be- 
fore, the  sight  of  his  noble  countenance, 
and  melancholy  eye,  fills  me  with  an  in- 
definable mixture  of  pleasure  and  sorrow." 
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^'  Bravo,  colonel !"  rejoined  his  com- 
panion: "I  congratulate  you  on  this  nevy 
inoculation  of  romance.  I  never  thought 
you  were  a  good  subject — I  beg  pardon, 
1  mean  for  the  aforesaid  inoculation.  But 
*  I  see  Queen  Mab  has  been  with  you.' 
Why,  my  dear  sir,  if,  instead  of  partaking 
my  humble  symposium,  you  had  just  risen 
from  one  of  Plato's  banquets,  you  could 
not  have  uttered  any  thing  more  Platonic. 
This  is  the  melancholy  reminiscence  of 
another  existence  and  forms  past !  Corag- 
gio  !  we  shall  improve." 

*'  Upon  my  word,  Sir  Arthur,  I  thought 
I  asked  you  a  very  plain  question,  couched 
in  plain  terms — a  question  that  con- 
cerns— ^*' 

''Concerns?  Seccatnre!  You  should 
say  absorbs,  or  thrills,  or  magnetizes  me — 
something  philosophically  expressive." 

*'  And  something  absurd,  perhaps,  Sir 
Arthur,  for  that  seems  the  humour  of  the 
place,"  said  Morrice,  peevishly. 

Sir  Arthur  looked  at  the  speaker  a  mo- 
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ment,  and  then  said — ''  Well,  colonel,  yoi!« 
are  born  to  command.  You  are  irresist- 
ible, my  son,  as  the  Lybian  priestess  said 
to  Alexander.  Propound  your  query,  and 
1  will  endeavour  to  answer  it  as  a  school- 
boy does  his  catechism." 

^'  I  take  you  at  your  word.  What  is 
the  name  of  that  young  page,  and  where 
does  he  come  from  ?" 

''  Mercy  on  us!  two  questions  under 
the  cloak  of  one  !  You  are  as  bad  as  the 
Mahommedan  doctors,  who  wrap  up  two 
propositions  in  one  sentence,  and  then  say 
it's  only  one  theorem.  There  is  but  one 
God,  and  Mahomet  is  his  prophet.  But 
I  expected  from  you  something  of  a  So- 
cratic  push — something  of  the  miUtary 
carte  and  tierce.'^ 

'^  Pshaw  !" 

*'  Well,  colonel,  1  might  evade  you  : 
but  111  consent  to  be  caught,  and  answer 
like  that  odd  fish  Proteus.  To  your  iirst 
question,  '  What  is  his  naiue?'  I  answer, 
Henrico  ;  and  to  the  second,  '  Where  he 


^  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  265 

comes  from  ?'  1  reply,  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Grenada,  in  Spain." 

"  Is  he  of  good  family?" 

"  He  may  be  descended  from  Roderic, 
Pelayo,  or  the  Cid,  for  any  thing  I  know 
to  the  contrary.  I  understand  that  he  is 
allied  to  the  Villa  Francas,  of  Estrema- 
dura  :  but  I  am  inclined  to  think  that 
his  veins  contain  much  more  Moorish 
blood  than  Spanish." 

"  What  does  he  here  ?" 

''  Now,  indeed,  you  open  a  wide  rang- 
ing battery  upon  me  :  perhaps  a  '  truant 
disposition,  good  my  lord.'  But,  in  fact, 
he  and  his  father  returned  with  Sir  Ke- 
nelm  Digby  from  Spain.  His  father  died 
here,  and  that  adorable  angel  Lady  Vene- 
tia,  who  doats  like  a  mother  upon  the  boy, 
placed  him  with  my  invisible  friend  as  a 
page." 

'•  But  why  is  he  so  silent  ?  I  have  not 
heard  him  utter  a  syllable." 

'^  God's  precious !  as  our  worthy  friend 
Sir  Hugh  says,  you  press  me  close  now. 

VOL.   II.  N 
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There's  a  suspicious  look  about  your  eye, 
coloneljwhichldonotlike.  What?  confess 
you  would  like  to  have  a  song  from  the 
page  ?  Come,  come,  you  can  afford  to 
draw  upon  your  own  exploits,  without 
borrowing  from  Cromwell." 

'^  I  do  not  comprehend  what  you  mean." 

'^  Why,  in  plain  truth,  you  suspect  rac 
to  be  one  of  those  captivating  knight 
errants,  whom  love-sick  damsels  follow  in 
the  disguise  of  pages." 

''  No !  in  truth,  Sir  Arthur,  I  had  no 
suspicion  of  any  such  thing,  and  if  I  hewi, 
I  have  no  right  to  enquire  minutely  into 
these  matters.  But,  what  has  this  to  do 
with  Cromwell  ?" 

'*  Eh  via  ;  have  you  never  heard  the 
story  ?" 

^'  No." 

"  Well,  it's  worth  hearing.  When  my 
gallant  friend,  Lord  Piercy,  was  taken 
prisoner  at  Andover,  he  and  about  thirty 
more  were  consigned  to  the  care  of  Crom- 
well ;   and  among  the  rest,  a  youth  of  i# 
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fair  a  countenance,  that  he  doubted  of  his 
condition.  To  clear  up  his  conjecture,  he 
one  day  requested  the  youth  to  sing. 
Cromwell  you  know  has  a  good  musical 
ear,  and  immediately  detected  the  truth 
in  the  daintiness  of  the  boy's  voice. 
When  the  song  was  finished,  he  turned 
smilingly  to  Lord  Piercy,  and  told  him  in 
his  Original  quaint  style,  that  he  being  a 
warrior,  did  well  to  be  accompanied  by 
Amazons.  Upon  which  Piercy  blushed 
in  a  lady  like  manner,  and  acknowledged 
(proh  pudor)  that  the  boy,  forsooth,  was 
a  girl.  What  a  compound  of  shrewdness 
and  cant  the  man  is  !  I  have  often 
vrondered  how  he  could  have  picked  it  up 
m  that  brewery  of  bad  beer,  which  he  kept 
at  Huntingdon." 

^^  I  always  thught  he  had  been  a  wine- 
Merchant,  Sir  Arthur." 

'  Oh,  yes  ;  his  friends,  I  know,  gave  it 
out  ;  thinking  it  a  step  higher  than  a 
brewer.  What  stuff!  as  if  it  signified  wh©- 
n2 
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ther  he  sold  bottled  beer  or  bottled  cham- 
pagne !  Other  great  men  have  not  been  so 
squeamish.  Of  the  two  greatest  men  in 
the  world,  Plato  and  Mahomet,  one  was 
notoriously  an  oilman,  and  the  other  a 
wholesale  o:rocer." 

^^  But  this  is  a  strange  sweep  from  the 
point,  Sir  Arthur." 

''  Egad,  right  :  what  point  did  we 
start  from  ?  Oh  !  I  remember ;  the 
page's  voice.  Well,  I  can  only  say,  that 
if  you  expect  a  similar  gratification  as 
Cromwell  obtained,  you  w^ill  be  disap- 
pointed. Nature  has  laid  her  bar  upon 
Henrico's  gamut  ;  the  poor  fellow  has 
been  dumb  from  the  cradle  ?" 

'^  Dumb  ?"  ejaculated  Morrice,  w^ith  a 
sigh  ;  ^^  poor  thing  !  what  an  affliction! 
Dumb?  it  is  very  extraordinary." 

''  I  beg  pardon,"  interrupted  Sir  Arthur, 
*/  a  dumb  waiter  is  a  very  common  thing." 
Then  laughing  at  his  ow^n  forced  joke, 
he  strove  to  turn  the  conversation. 
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"  Aproposito,  colonel,  what  do  you 
think  of  these  paintings  ?  There  are  two 
or  three  recent  portraits  by  Vandyke,  and 
indeed,  the  whole  collection  has  been 
much  admired  by  the  cognoscenti.  By 
the  bye,  I  think  these  gentlemen  might 
select  a  better  name  than  "knowing 
ones  ;"  it  sounds  so  like  a  Yorkshire 
bite. 

"  I  do  not  pique  myself  upon  being 
a  connoisseur,  Sir  Arthur,"  returned  Mor- 
rice,  "  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  the  sight 
of  portraits  in  my  present  mood  is  not 
verv  ao^reeable." 

"  But,  my  dear  colonel,  they  are  only 
male  portraits,"  rejoined  Sir  Arthur, 
emphatically,  "  to  which  I  am  going  to 
call  your  attention.  Surely,  you  will  not 
forswear  '  men  and  women  too,'  like  the 
woe-beo;one  Hamlet  ?  Look  at  this  old 
warrior  1" 

"  I  confess  it  is  very  striking.  The 
dress  is  as  remarkably  antique  as  the 
countenance   is    ferociously    impressive. 
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The  solid  quilted  jerkin,  and  stiff  ruff 
harnaonize  with  the  stern,  careless,  but 
handsome  features  of  a  Baronial  warrior. 
Who  is  this  personage  ?  Perhaps  some 
family  connection  of  yours ;  for  now  I 
look  again,  there  certainly  is  a  re- 
semblance." 

**  Obligatissimo,  colonel,"  replied  8ir 
Arthur,  bowing, ''  you  dome  great  honor 
in  the  comparison,  after  dwelling  on  the 
ferocity  of  the  portrait.  But  on  this  point, 
1  can  satisfy  your  curiosity  to  the  full. 
That  old  gentleman  is  not  only  connected 
with  my  family,  but  one  of  its  founders  ; 
and,  to  per  dir'  la  veritd,  I  have  reason  to 
be  interested  in  him,  because  there  is  an 
extant  prophecy  among  us,  which  pre- 
dicts to  me,  the  last  unmarried  branch,  a 
similar  fate.  If  you  have  no  objection,  I 
will  give  you  his  history.  But  first,  al- 
low me  to  shew  you  another  portrait  of  the 
same  individual,  not  less  remarkable  than 
the  first." 

Saying  this,  he  led  Morrice  to  a  small 
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cabinet  picture  in  one  corner  of  the  room, 
which  had  hitherto  escaped  observation. 
It  was  beautifully  painted  on  enamel,  and 
evidently  by  an  artist  much  posterior  in 
point  of  time  to  the  former  ;  but  the  same 
harsh  and  wild  minacity  of  countenance 
was  in  both  cases  preserved.  He  was 
drest  in  the  garb  of  a  knight  templar ; 
the  camisette,  stamped  with  a  cross  of  the 
order,  was  thrown  over  a  coat  of  steel-ring 
armour,  and  on  the  top  of  his  close  Nor- 
man helmet  appeared  the  diadem  of  some 
foreign  principality. 

*'  In  that  portrait,  colonel,"  said  Sir 
Arthur,  '^  vou  recoornize  the  features  of 
my  ancestor,  Adam  de  Beaumont,  whose 
life  was  a  scene  of  the  most  extraordinary 
vicissitudes." 

"  One  of  which,  I  presume,"  said 
Morrice,  "  is  represented  in  this  histo- 
rical piece  over  the  mantle-piece.  ' 

"  Beyond  a  doubt,  colonel,  for  the  same 
figure  is  prominent  in  all." 

The  piece  was  divided  into  two  parts. 
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and  recorded  two  distinct  periods.     The 
first  represented  accurately  the  great  hall 
'of  the  identical  castle  which  the  friends 
now  occupied.    In  the  fore-ground  stood 
aknight,  armed  cap-a-pie,  with  afrowning 
countenance,  who  had  just  smitten  another 
man  to  the  ground.     The  latter  appeared 
to   be   of    rank — unarmed — and   on    the 
point  of  giving  up  the  ghost.     A  groupe 
of  armed  menials  appeared  behind  follow- 
ing the  assailant,  two  of  whom  carried  a 
pair  of  bleeding  heads  upon  pikes  ;  and 
still  greater  numbers  were  seen  forcing 
their  way  through  the  hall   door.     On  a 
line   with   the    victorious    mailed   leader 
stood  a  youthful  likeness  of  Sir  Adam's 
elder  portraits,    unarmed ;  and   Morrice 
thouo;ht  he  had  never  seen  so  strono;  a  re- 
semblance  of  Sir  Arthur  when   indiofnant 
or  displeased.  He  stood  with  a  fierce  and 
stormy  countenance,  confronting  the  mail- 
ed assassin,  and  bestriding  the   body  of 
the  murdered  man  :  while  an  old  grey- 
headed servant  was  seen  trying  to  drag 
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him  away  ;  and  pointing  to  a  terrified  and 
beautiful  female,  who  with  a  young  child 
in  each  hand  was  flying  through  the  op- 
posite door  of  the  hall. 

The  second  compartment  of  the  histo- 
rical piece  represented  a  low  white  Go- 
thic church  close  to  the  skirts  of  a  wood. 
By  the  side  of  a  tomb-stone  lay  a  man 
and  child  weltering  in  their  blood,  and 
crowds  of  people  were  running  from  all 
quarters  towards  the  spot,  some  with 
hatchets — some  with  clubs — and  others 
with  bows  and  arrows.  The  middle  of 
the  picture  was  occupied  by  three  men, 
who  stood  with  their  backs  against  a  tree, 
desperately  defending  themselves  against 
a  small  army  of  archers.  A  fourth  had 
fallen,  and  Sir  Adam,  one  of  the  survivors 
was  seen  in  the  act  of  driving  the  archers 
from  the  body,  and  cheering  his  friends 
to  maintain  the  unequal  conflict. 

'^  I  cannot  explain  those  pictures  more 
readily,"  said  Sir  Arthur,  catching  an  en- 
quiring glance  of  the  colonel's  eye,  *'  than 

N  ^ 
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by  detailing  the  events  of  my  ancestor's 
life.  We  have  just  an  hour  before  bed- 
time. Draw  your  chair  to  the  fire,  and 
try  the  merits  of  another  cup  of  spiced 
sack.  I  assure  you,  it's  equal  is  not  often 
met  with.     So ! — now  to  my  story." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

The  day  was  set,  the  turn  was  kept, 

At  Brighouse  by  Sir  John ; 
Full  little  wist  he  was  beset, 

Then  at  his  coming  home. 
Dawson  and  Haigh  had  played  their  parts, 

And  brought  from  Brereton  Green 
Young  gentlemen  with  hardy  hearts. 

As  well  were  known  and  seen. 

-     Old  Ballad  of  Sir  John  E aland. 

"  In  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third,  a 
nephew  of  Sir  Jolin  Ealand,  of  the  old 
family  of  Ealand,  near  Halifax,  having 
been  slain  in  some  quarrel  by  a  man  nam- 
ed Exley,  who  was  a  vassal  of  my  great 
ancestor  Sir  Robert  de  Beaumont,  he,  as 
was  the  custom  in  those  feudal  times, 
took  the  homicide  under  his  protection. 
Exasperated  by  this  evasion  of  justice, 
Sir  John  mustered  his  tenants  and  friends. 
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and  coming  suddenly  in  the  night,  at- 
tacked the  houses  of  Quarmby  and  Lock- 
wood,  belonging  to  friends  of  my  ances- 
tor, whom  he  slew  upon  the  spot,  and 
then  proceeded  to  Crossland  Hall,  the  re- 
sidence of  Sir  Robert.  There  lurking  in 
ambush  till  the  drawbridge  over  the  moat 
which  surrounded  the  house  was  let  down 
in  the  morning,  he  rushed  in  and  entered 
the  knight's  chamber.  My  ancestor  made 
a  desperate  resistance  ;  but  being  unarm- 
ed, was  soon  beaten  down  and  slain,  as 
well  as  most  of  his  servants  who  came  to 
his  assistance. 

''  The  lady  Beaumont,  his  wife,  escaped 
Avith  her  two  children  into  Lancashire, 
where  she  found  a  secure  asylum,  with 
some  of  her  relations  at  Townley  and 
Brereton.  The  orphan  sons  ofLockwood 
and  Quarmby  fled  with  her  to  the  same 
placets  well  as  a  fine  youth,  who  had 
also  incurred  Sir  John  Ealand's  implaca- 
ble resentment.  It  was  a  Lacy. — 
^'  Nay,  colonel,  why   that  start  ?     Do 
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you  envy  me  so  small  a  pleasure  as  this 
family  bond  awakens.  No  more — no  more 
— I  must  not  dwell  on  this — for  both  our 
sakes.    Let   me  hurry  on  with  my  story. 

"^  The  three  injured  colleagues  thus  liv- 
ing together,  employed  their  time  in  ac- 
quiring skill  in  martial  exercises  with  a 
view  to  the  maturity  of  their  vengeance. 

*'  It  does  not  appear,  and  it  is  a  singular 
memento  of  the  age,  that  during  fifteen 
years  Sir  John  Ealand  the  agressor  was 
called  to  any  account  for  this  atrocious 
outrage.  After  that  time,  my  ancestor, 
the  young  Adam  de  Beaumont  whose 
picture  you  have  been  observing,  con- 
certed with  his  three  friends,  now  grown 
up  to  manhood,  viz.  Lockwood,  Quarmby 
and  Lacy,  means  of  punishing  the  mur- 
derer of  their  parents. 

''  Understanding  from  Haigh  and  Daw- 
son, two  spies  whom  they  employed,  that 
Sir  John  Ealand  held  the  sheriffs  turn 
at  Brighouse,  they  came  to  the  resolu- 
tion of  way-laying  him   on  his   return  : 
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and  securing  a  station  fit  for  their  object, 
they  assaulted  and  slew  him,  after  a  des- 
perate resistance.  This  done,  the  aven- 
gers returned  into  Furness  Fells,  in  Lan- 
cashire, where  they  remained  concealed. 
In  the  mean  time  Sir  John  Ealand,  the 
eldest  son  of  the  sheriff  who  was  slain, 
kept  his  residence  at  the  family  mansion 
of  his  father.  But  the  revengeful  Adam 
de  Beaumont  was  inexorable  to  pity,  and 
exerting  his  influence  over  Lacy  and  the 
two  others,  determined  to  extirpate  the 
name  and  family  of  Ealand. 

^^  It  was  on  the  eve  of  Palm  Sunday, 
when  in  pursuit  of  this  ferocious  intention 
the  party  arrived  at  Halifax ;  and  proceeded 
to  lay  in  ambush  near  Ealand  mill.  With 
the  patience  of  tygers  waiting  for  their 
prey,  they  lay  ambushed  all  that  night 
and  the  following  morning  ;  till  Sir  John 
after  service,  issued  from  Ealand  church, 
holding  his  young  son  and  heir  in  his 
arms.  The  assassins  then  sprung  upon 
him,  and  mercilessly  slew  both.     Some 
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domestics  who  escaped  the  slaughter  im- 
mediately gave  the  alarm  :  the  town  bells 
were  rung,  and  the  whole  parish  of  Ea- 
land  roused  to  arms  by  the  sound  of  the 
horn.  Whatever  came  in  their  way, — 
bows,— clubsj— hatchets  were  immediately 
seized  upon :  a  hue  and  cry  was  raised,  and 
pursuit  made  of  the  murderers.  Adam 
de  Beaumont  seeing  the  Ealand  men  ap- 
proach, exhorted  his  friends  to  maintain 
their  ground,  and  all  standing  with  their 
backs  against  a  tree^  they  kept  the  assail- 
ants at  bay  with  their  arrows,  till  ratlier 
exhausted,  than  beaten,  they  were  again 
compelled  to  fly.  Previous  to  that,  how- 
ever, young  Quarmby  fell,  and  was  dis- 
patched by  the  Ealand  men,  who  still 
persevered  in  their  pursuit  of  the  assas- 
sins towards  Hudderslield.  Lacy  took 
refuge  in  Pontefract  Castle,  the  fortress 
of  his  ancestors,  and  Adam  de  Beau- 
mont retired  with  Lockwood  to  Crossland 
IlaU.  The  feud  still  raged  with  una- 
Itated  fury,  and  the  Ealand  family  prowled, 
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like  wolves  round  my  ancestors'  dwelling, 
waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  satiate  their 
thirst  of  blood.     This  was  unfortunately 
too  soon  gratified  in  the  case  of  Lock  wood. 
Love  was  his  ruin,  as  it  often  has  been  of 
better  men.  The  Dalilah  to  whom  be  sur- 
rendered   power    over   his   person   was 
daughter  to  one  of  the  foe's  tenants  ;  and 
one    day    that   he  went  to  visit  her  at 
Camel-hall,  she  gave  notice  to  the  sheriff; 
who  with  a  large  body  of  men    immedi- 
ately surrounded  the  house,    and  sum- 
moned him  to   surrender    in  the   king's 
name.     Lock  wood  daringly  refused,  and 
barricading  the  house,  defended  himself 
with    unconquerable    resolution   against 
what  might  be  called  an  army.    You  will 
of  course  think,  colonel,   that  his  charm- 
ing inamorata  was  sufficiently   treache- 
rous ;  but   the  lady   does  not  appear  to 
have   been   of  that    opinion  :    for  while 
she  pretended  to  embrace  him  with  great 
tenderness,  \ki\^  fortissima  Tyndaridarum 
cut  the  string  of  his  bow  ;  and  so,  being 
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obliged  to  surrender  he  was  immediately 
put  to  death. 

Illam  ego  non  tulerim,  quae  computat  et  scelus  ingens 
Sana  facit. 

^'  By  this  event  the  ancient  family  of  the 
Lockwoods,  of  Lockwood,  was  utterly 
extirpated. 

*'  Thus,  you  see,  as  school-boys  wind 
up  their  themes,  that  my  ancestor,  Sir 
Adam,  whose  grim  countenance  you  have 
done  mejthe  honor  of  comparing  to  mine, 
was  the  only  lucky  fellow  among  them. 
For  many  years  he  lived  at  Crossland 
perdue,  and  not  very  comfortable  as  you 
mav  imaofine  ;  oblio:ed  to  look  throu2:h 
the  wicket,  as  William  Penn  did  at  the 
bailiff,  on  every  fresh  comer's  appearance. 
At  last  after  many  years,  finding  his  ene- 
mies still  insatiable,  and  that  precepts 
were  sent  from  London  to  arrest  him,  he 
quitted  his  native  land  and  patrimonial 
possessions,  and  entering  into  the  order 
of  the  Knight  Templars,  carved  with  his 
sword  a  fresh  fortune  for  himself,  out  of 
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thepossessions  of  the  Turks.  Some  say  that 
he  perished  in  a  great  battle  at  Rhodes  ; 
others,  that  he  was  assassinated  on  a  prin- 
cipality which  he  erected  on  the  borders  of 
Hungary :  but  there  is  also  a  strong  re- 
port that  he  was  the  predecessor  of  Wil- 
liam of  Lindholme,  and  for  many  years 
tenanted  the  same  island;  whence,  like  an- 
other old  man  of  the  mountains,  he  issued 
his  secret  decrees  of  assassination  against 
the  families  who  had  wronged  him." 

Durino:  the  time  that  Sir  Arthur  was 
narrating  this  curious  example  of  feudal 
lawlessness,  Morrice  observed,  that  the 
young  Spaniard  took  frequent  opportu- 
nities of  coming  into  the  room,  and  ma- 
nifested great  anxiety.  Once  he  stole 
softly  to  the  back  of  Beaumont's  chair, 
and  made  him  a  sign  from  behind,  un- 
perceived  by  the  young  knight.  This 
mystery  led  Morrice  to  scrutinize  the 
actions  of  the  latter  with  more  attention 
than  he  had  yet  done ;  and  at  last,  he 
observed  that  while  he  pretended  to  be 
deeply  engaged  in  reciting  the  story,  (oc- 
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casionally  referring  to  the  pictures  as  he 
proceeded,)  he  took  occasion  to  empty  a 
paper  of  some  white  powder  into  the 
sugar  with  which  he  sweetened  the  sack. 

It  was  now  clear  to  Morrice  that  some 
treachery  was  intended.  He,  neverthe- 
less, took  no  immediate  notice  ;  but  only 
with  studied  non-chalance  refused  the  be- 
verage which  Beaumont  offered  him  on 
finishing  the  story  :  at  the  same  time  ex- 
pressing a  wish  to  retire  to  bed. 

Sir  Arthur,  at  first,  expostulated  against 
this  determination ;  but  finding  the  Co- 
loners  resolution  fixed,  at  last  yielded : 
and  taking  a  massy  silver  candlestick 
from  the  table,  led  the  way  up  a  creaking 
wooden  staircase,  towards  the  third  and 
upper  story  of  the  mansion.  The  left 
hand  side  of  the  staircase,  was  hung 
like  the  rest  of  the  house  with  a  profusion 
of  family  portraits,  and  the  right  pierced 
by  a  continued  succession  of  narrow  loop- 
holes, for  the  admission  of  light  during 
the  day.  In  passing  them,  Morrice  caught 
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a  view  of  an  extensile  country,  out- 
stretched like  a  map  beneath  the  upland  on 
which  the  castle  was  built,  and  now  quietly 
reposing  in  the  soft  lulling  light  of  the 
moon,  which  had  succeeded  the  elemen- 
tary exhaustion  of  the  storm.  At  last, 
they  entered  the  third  upper  room,  which 
was  a  rectangle  of  the  same  size  as  the 
others  below,  but  instead  of  being  co- 
vered with  tapestry,  wainscotted  with 
black  ebony.  This  chamber  was  fitted 
up  as  a  state  bed  room;  every  thing 
about  it  was  old-fashioned,  and  appa- 
rently little  used ;  but  although  no  ser- 
vant appeared  in  attendance,  arranged 
with  a  sedulous  attention  to  the  comfort 
of  the  guest.  Morrice  looked  round  as  if 
he  expected  the  page,  and  there  was  an 
arch  expression  in  Sir  Arthur's  eye,  as  if 
he  read  the  intimation  ;  but  he  made  no 
comment  upon  it,  and  after  a  jocular  re- 
flection upon  his  own  character,  as  con- 
fidential seneschal  to  the  invisible  en- 
chanter, wished  his  friend  a  good  night, 
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and  retired.     Morrice  having  placed  his 
hght   and    sword   upon   the   table,    and 
locked  the  door,  determined  to  scrutinize 
the  bed  chamber,   which   his  unfathom- 
able host  had  assis^ned  to  him.     With 
this  view,  he  proceeded   to  open  succes- 
sively the  four  angular  doors  of  the  struc- 
ture.     One  of  these  he  found  conducted 
into  a  small  circular  room,  fitted  up,   not 
without  taste,  as  a  boudoir,  or  dressing- 
chamber.   A  similar  one  was  merely  filled 
with  lumber,  and  the  two  others,  which 
corresponded,  contained  small  pallets,  ap- 
parently designed  for  servants'  beds,  but 
unoccupied.     After  making  this  satisfac- 
tory survey,  the  colonel  returned,  and  was 
on  the  point  of  undressing  himself,  when 
he   espied  a   folded  paper   on  the  table, 
which  had  not  before  attracted  his  atten- 
tion.    He  immediately  took  it  up,   and 
unfolding  it,  found  it  to  contain  the  word* ; 
''  Be  on  your  guard — the  object  of  your 
journey  is  known,  and  feared." 

Th«  colonel  was  perfectly  astonished. 
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He  was  assured  that  no  such  paper  wa» 
on  the  table  when  he  entered  the  room  ; 
the  latter  he  had  examined,  and  locked 
the  door.  By  what  fairy  hand  was  it 
conveyed  ?  That  the  attractive  exterior 
of  Sir  Arthur  was  delusive,  was  clear.  It 
was  bitterly  painful  to  be  undeceived — it 
was  agonizing  to  rend  up  the  fibres  of  a 
fascinating  friendship,  which  had  already 
struck  deep  into  his  heart.  But  that  he 
was  iuYeigled  to  this  lonely  castle  for 
some  base  purpose,  perhaps  to  be  de- 
stroyed, he  could  scarcely  entertain  a 
doubt.  But  whence  did  the  warning  of 
evil  come?  And  who  was  the  secret 
friend  that  supplied  it  ?  Was  it  the 
page  ?  But  how  could  he  obtain  admis- 
sion ? 

Wearied  with  these  vain  conjectures, 
And  tired  with  his  journey,  the  colonel,  at 
last,  threw  himself  on  two  chairs,  drest  as 
he  was,  resolving  to  rise  by  day-break, 
and  fathom  the  mysteries  which  surrounded 
him.     His  sleep,  however,  was  uneasy, 
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and  his  fancy  perturbed.     His  dream  wag 
still  imbued  by  the  constant  theme  of  hig 
waking    thoughts,    and    portrayed    the 
wife  of  Rainsborough  before  him — living 
— dying — dead.     After  a  crowd  of  incon- 
gruous images,  in  which   the    wan   re- 
proachful features  of  Cottrell,  as  they  last 
appeared,   acted   the  principal   part — he 
deemed    himself    wandering,    with    his 
daughter,    over    the    naked    undulating 
downs,  into  the  centre  of  which  his  fortune 
had  now  brought  him.     Hour  after  hour 
they  wandered  on,  and  still  the  monoton- 
ous scenery  appeared  boundless.     Step 
followed  step,  but  still  no  pause  to  the 
endless  journey.     At  last,  they  arrived  at 
the  edge  of  a  circular  basin,  containing 
water,  brilliant  as   chrysolite,  in  an  up- 
land hollow    of   the    hills.     While    the 
dreamer  admired  the  lovely  image  of  his 
companion  reflected   in  the  pellucid  mir- 
ror, he  fancied  her  foot  slipped,  and  she 
immediately  sunk  into  the  water.     As  he 
was  on  the  point  of  desperately  plunging 
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after  her,  he  heard  the  voice  of  Beaumont 
at  his  back,  forbidding  him  ;  and  felt  the 
sinewy  gripe  of  his  restraining  arm.  He 
struggled  to  shake  it  off,  and  in  the  strug- 
gle, awoke.  As  his  eyes  unclosed,  he 
felt  an  arm  grasping  his,  and  heard  a 
voice  bidding  him  arise. 

'^  Heavens  and  earth  !  where  am  I  ?"' 
he  cried,  starting  up ;  '^  that  melancholy 
glance  was  Matilda  Cottrell's  !  But — " 
he  was  o^azino;  on  the  scarred  and  swarthy 
countenance  of  the  Spanish  page. 

The  boy  was  wTapt  in  a  large  travel- 
ling mantle,  and  made  signs  for  him  to 
put  on  his  own,  and  follow  without  speak- 
ing. Morrice  unhesitatingly  obeyed.  As 
the  page  cautiously  opened  the  door 
w  hich  entered  on  the  rickety  staircase,  the 
sound  of  many  voices,  intermixed  with 
boisterous  laughs,  ascended  from  below. 
The  page  drew  back  and  paused  a  mo- 
ment ;  then,  laying  his  finger  on  his  lip, 
stole  softly  down  the  stairs.  Morrice  imi- 
tated the  caution  of  his  light  companion 
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with  some  difficulty  ;  but  at  length,  both 
reached  the  bottom  of  the  third  descent  of 
steps  without  impediment.  The  landing 
place  at  the  bottom,  which  tb.e  fugitives 
now  occupied,  was  the  short  stone-vault- 
ed passage  between  the  main  portal  and 
the  adit  to  the  hall :  and  here  the  clamour 
of  laughter  and  voices  from  the  adjoining 
room  \vas  absolutely  deafening.  It  was 
so  tumultuous,  that  the  page's  excessive 
caution  in  reaching  down  the  large  massy 
key  which  hung  behind  the  main  door, 
appeared  to  be  superfluous  ;  for  the  party 
seemed  to  be  too  much  occupied  with 
themselves  to  attend  to  any  thing  besides. 
But,  between  the  pauses  of  their  boister- 
ous mirth,  Morrice  easily  detected  the 
growl  of  Desborough  mingled  with  the 
slang  of  Hewson  and  other  revolutionary 
chiefs.  The  page  had  now  turned  the 
key  in  the  slow  creak  ing  lock,  and  was 
on  the  point  of  engaging  Morrice  to  re- 
move the  ponderous  chain,  when  the 
quick  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  resounded  on 
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the  pavement  without,  and  a  tremendous 
knock  rattled  against  the  gate.  Imme- 
diately, there  was  a  rush  in  the  adjoining 
room,  a  concentrated  laugh,  and  many 
voices  calling  out  '*  Noll's  come."  The 
door  opened  :  a  yell  of  '^  spies,  spies," 
followed  :  swords  glittered  on  every  side, 
and  Morrice  immediately  received  a  deep 
wound  on  the  left  side.  As  his  senses 
instantly  quitted  him,  he  had  only  a  dizzy 
recollection  of  the  page  throwing  himself 
on  his  body,  and  of  seeing  Cromwell  at- 
tended by  a  gigantic  figure,  both  wrapt 
in  red  travelling  mantles,  entering  the 
main  gate  of  the  castle. 


END  OF  VOL.  IL 


UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLIN0I9-URBANA 


3  0112055295221 


